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Antonios Reuenge. 


C Theſccondpart of the Hiſtorie ps 2 
eAntonio and Mellida. | 


1 The Prologue. 


HE rawiſh danke ofclumzie winterramps 
T the fluent ſummers vaine:and drizlingleere 
Chillech the wan.blealecheck ofthe numdcarth, 
+ Whilſt ſnarling guſts nibble the iuyceles leaues, 
Wo From the nak't ſhuddring branch; and pils the ſkinne 
2 From off the ſoft and delicate afpetes, 
O, now, me thinks,aſullen cragick Sceane 
_ Wouldſfuite the time,with- pleaſing congruence, 
May we be happie in our weake deuoyer, 
Andall parte pleaſ'd in moſt wiſhtcontear: 
But ſweate of Hercules canmere beger 
So bleſt an iſſue, Therefore we proclaime, 
Ifany fpiricbreathes withinthis round, 
pps n2902% waightie paſſion « 
(As fromhisbirth,being hugged in the armes, 
And nuzzledtwixtthe breaſtes ofhappinieſſe): _ 
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Who winkes, and ſhits his apprehenſionvp. 
' From commonſenſe of what men were,and are, 
Who would not knowe what-men muſtbe;/lerſuch 
Hurrie amaine from our black viſag'd ſhowes: 
Weſhall affrighttheireyes. But if a breaſt, 
Nail'd tothe earth with gricte:if any heart | | 
Pierc't through with anguiſh, pant within this ring: 
If thcre be any blood,whoſe heate is choake 
Amid ſtifled with true ſenſe of miſery: 
If ought of theſe ſtraines fill this conſort vp, 
Thfarriuemoſt welcome. O that our power 
Couldlackie, or keepe wing with our deſires; 
That with vnuſed paize of {tile and'ſenſe, | 
Ve might waigh maſly in judicious ſcalc- | 
Yetheere's the prop-that doth ſupport our hopes; 
Whenour Sceanes falter, orinuention halts. 
Your fauour will giuecrutches to our taillts, Ex, 


ACTI SCENS: 


E Enter Piero,onbrat't , his armes Dare, ſmeerd inb/o0d, 
a ponierd in one hand bloodie,and a torchin theother 
Strotgo following him witlra cord. 


Pie, I © ,Gafper Srrotze,. binde Feliches trunke:- 
Vntothe pantivg fide of Melhda, Exit Str, 
Tis yetdead night,yeral the earthiscloucht 
In the dyll Icaden hand of ſnoring flcepes / 

No breath diſturbs thequietof the ayte,  . . >.» 
No ſpiritmoyes.vponthebrealt of earth, +; 4 
2 | ay aue. 
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C meſes, 3. in two houres what aroplefle mount 
Of vnpeecr'd miſchiefe,haue theſe hands caſt vp! 
q] Enter StrotJo, 
I can ſcarce coope triumphing vengeance vp, 
From burſting fperh in bragare pati1on, _ 
Str, My Lord, tis firmely faide that 


The organ of his bre eliche hangs,, 
But as a baite vpon the line of death, 
-[Totice on miſchiete, Lam greatin blood, 
Vnequald in reuenge. You horrid {couts,, 


From your large palms. Fir 
Vanto _Inarngios life,vypon this grounds. 
Sir Duke, tis reported: WO: 
*| Pe, Weboth wereriuals in our May of blood, 
Vnto Maria , nie Ferraras heire. gnroot:: 
He wan the Ladic,to my honours death: 

And fron-her ſweetes,crfpt this Antonio: 

For which,t burnt in inward fiweltring hate, 
And feſtred rankling malice in my breaſt, . 

ill! might belke-renenge vpon his eyes: | ” ' 
And now(0blefſed now)tis done» Hell,night,. 
iuelowde applauſe to my hypocriſie, 

hen his bright valour euen-dazled fenfe;. 

In offring his awne heade, publick-reproach 
Had blurd my name, Speake Srotzo,had itnor?: 
If then1 had ts ao: SH, Ithadz ſs pkaſc | 


9s 7) AE? crowes, &ſcreechingowley— 
rghoſts,Piero,andblack thoughts, © © 


Pie, Andrugio (leepes _— this braine hath choakt 
P 


That centineſ] ſwart night, giv "ga" walk he” 
it know,my hart wasraif'd 


A3  Piett,.. 
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Pier, \Whathad fo pleaſe? 
Piero SforFaisno nummedLord,". -  _ 
Senfeleflc of alltruc touchz ftroake not the head 
Of infant ſpeach.cill ir be tully borne, 

Goeto. | 

Stret» How now? Fut, [le not ſmother your ſpeach. 
Pie-Nay,right thinc eyes:twas buta lictle ſplenc: 

(Huge plunge 
Sinn 's growne a ſiaue,and muſt obſerne ſlight eails, 

Huge villaines are inforc't to clawe all drach.) 

Piſh,ſlweete thy thoughts, and giue me 

Str-Stroake not the heade of infant fpeach*Goe to? 
Pje,Nay,calme this ftorme, Teuer held thy breaſt 

More ſecret,and more firme in league of blood, 
Then tobe ſtruck in heate with cachAlight puffe. 
Giue me thy cares; Huge infamie 

Prefle downe my honour; if eucn then,when 
His freſh a& of prowefle bloom'd our full, 

I had rtane vengeance on his hatedhead 

Sir, Why it had 
Pier,.Could Lauoydeto giue afecming graunt 


 Vnto fruition of 4Antonresloue? 


Ser,No, | 
Pie, And didſtthou cuer ſee,a lndac kille, 
With a more cauerttouch of flecring hate? 
 Stro,No, 
Pie» And hauing clipt them with pretence of loue, 
Haue Inot cruſhe themwith a cruell wring? 
Strot. Yes. 
A ee ITE 
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Vnſeaſoned Sycophan by 4c 
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Such happie vengeance,yn deach? 
ThatT ſhould drop ſtrong poylon in theboawle, 
WhichTI my ſfelfe carouft vnto his health, 
And future fortune of our ynitie, 
That it ſhould worke even inthe huſht ofnight, 
ach. | And tr him on fodaine; that faireſhowe 
5 | Ofdeathyfortheexceſſineioy of his fate, - 
Might choake the murcer? Ha $:yotzo,js'tnot tare? 
Nay,but waigh it- Then Feliche ſtabd | 
(Whoſe ſi1king thought frighted my canſcious hart) 
. , | And laid by Meds, ro ftopthematch, * * 
tO! ' | Andhale on miſchicte. Thisall inone nighe* 
caſt | 1; ro beequall'd thinkftthou:O,I couldeare  * 
Thy fumbling tbroat, torthy lagd cenfure-Fur, 
Istnotrare? - 
Str,Yes. | 
Pie, Noſyesmnothing butno,and yes,dull lumpe? 
Canſtthounothony me with fluent ſpeach, 
Andeucnadoremy topleſſe viltany? jp. 
'Willl notblaſt my owne blood for revenge | 
Muſt not thou ſtraight be periur'd for revenge? 
And yetno creature dreanetis my revenge. : 
WIllI norrurne a gloriousbridall morie- - 
Vnto a Sygiaw night? Yernaughr burno;and yes? 
Str, would haue rold you gfthe monbuwy, 
That rides yourboſome,would haue patience: 
lt is reported;tharin primate tate, 
Maris, Genoxs Dutchefſeynakesto Court, 
. [Longingtoſeehim,whom ſhe nerec ſhall ſee, 
- Heelrand AR EA of! _ 
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The newes of reconciliatione | 
Reconciliation with a dearth? 


Poorc Ladic ſhall burfinde poorc comfortin'e. 
Pie. O,letme ſwoonefor ioy. Byheauen,T thinks 
prayers, within this month at leaſt 


I hataidmy 
I am ſo boundlefichappie. Doth ſhe come? 
By this warmerecking goare, llc marric _ 
Lookelnort now like at.inamorate? - 


Poyſon the father,butcher the fon, & marry: the 110; 


{ S:rotze;to bed :ſnortin ſecureſt ſleepe: 


For ſee,the dapple gray.courſers of the morne 
withtheir b:ightiluer hooues, 
sye. To bed,to bed, 

This mornemy vengeance (hall be wvply fed. Exit, 


Beat vptheli 
And chaſeit 


roughthe 


| 


(ther; ha! 


SCENA. SE CVNDA.. 


C E wer Lycep <Maritgend Nwnicbe.:: 911% 10t 
- —— TAY gentle Coterzand ROY hand 
H, 


O, Madam: -: 


HMa,Nayypree thee: give mc leauers. faygouchlas 


Submiſſe1 intreats.deſecme my humblefate. || 
Here let ys ſit, O-Lucro,f fortunes gilt 
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Is rubd quiteoff —_— —— 
And pgore Adericainitap 
Of the bright _ 

Ls:.Cheer v Linacks, Grier chance 
Then thethhichaonntm preſence inſtantly; 
$08 not belormdbyhecui Tick mould of though, | 


CMATIA. 
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| 
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eAntanio and Mellida. 
Hi, Artthoy aflur'd the dukes arereconcil'd? | 
Shall my wombes honour wed faire Melbdas? 
Will heauen atlength grantharbourto my head? 
Shall I once more clip my Auarugie? . Eu 
And wreath my armes about Antorigsnecke? 

Or isglib rumor growne a paraſite, ;-. 

Holding afalſe glaſſe to my ſorrowex eyes, 

Making the wrinktd front of griefe ſeeme faire, 

Though tis much riveld with abortiue care. : : 


La.Moſt virtuous Prineeſſc,baniſh ſtraggliog feare; 


—_ league with comfort,For theſecyes beheld 
Tke Dukes vnited; yon faint glimmeriog light 
Nere peeped through the cranaies ofthe; caſt, 
Since I beheld therm drinke a ſound caroule, - 
In ſparkling Bach 
Vnto eache others health; | 
Your ſonne aſſur'd to heautious cHMerlide: 
Andall clouds clear'd ofthreamingdifcontents 
HMa- What age ismarning of? wo, 

Ls] thinke bout fue. 

CMn. Nutriche, Nutriche. 

Nu Beſhrow your fingers marry,you haue diſturb'd 
the pleaſure of the fineſt dicame, O God, I was zuen 
comming to itlawe, Oleſu,twas comming uf thefives 
reſt, Ilerell you now, me thought I was maried, and 
mee thought I ſpent(O Lard why did you wake mee) 
and mee thought I ſpentthree ſpur Roials on the Fid- 
lers for ſtriking vpa freſh hornepipe. Saint Yeſula,T 
was cuen going to bed, & yougmee thought, my bub 


band was cucn putting __ the TINY 
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The ſecond part of 
[ ſhall neuer haue- ſuch a dreame come vpon:mee,as 
long as bh; 
Ma.Peace idle creature,peace. 
VWhenwilltheCourtrife? < 
Lu, Madam, twere beſt youtooke ſome lodging vp; 
Andlay in priuatetilltheſoile of griefe 
Werecleard your cheeke;and new burniſhtluſtre 
Cloath'd your preſence, 'fore you fawe the Dukes, 
Andenterd,'mong the proud Yexetian States, © 
Mer.NotLuco,my deare Lord's wile, and knowes 
Thar infill glitter, orrich purfled robes, 
Curled haires, hung full ofſparkling Carcanets, 


 Arenot the true adornements of a wife; 


Solongas wives are faithfull, modeſt, chaſte, 

Wiſc Lords affe&rhem. Vertue dothnot waſte, 

With each ſlight flame of crackling vanitie. 

A modeſt cye forceth affetion, - 

VWhileſt outward gainefle lightlookes butentice.. 

Fairer then Natures faire is fowleſtvice. 

She that loues Art,to get her cheeke morelouers, 

Much outward gaudes {lightinward grace diſcouers. 

I care notto'ſceme faire,butto my Lord; 

Thoſe thatſtriue-moſtto pleaſe moſt ſtrangers ſight, 

Follie may iudge moſt faire,wiſdomemoſt light, 
| HMuſuque ſounds a ſhort ſtraine, 

Burharke, ſoft muſique gently mooucs the ayre: 

Ithinke the bridegroonr's vp. Eucio,ſtandeloſe; 

O, now Marys, chalerige griete to ſtay | * h 

Thy ioyes encounter, Looke Zatio,tis cleare day, 


S.CE- 


| s ST ODTEE0) AFL 00 FW CHIUAs 
SCENA TERTIA. 
«] Enter Antonio,Galeat7o, MatJagente,Balurdo, 


P andulphs Feliche, Alberto, Foroboſco, Ca- 
ftilio, ana a Page» | 


(hath drawne 
aT3S RKNESSSE isfled:looke,infant morn 
&- Bright ſiluer curtains , *bout the couch of 
And now Aurora horſe trots azure rings, (night: 
Breathing faire light abour the irmament, | 
Stand, what's that? | 
Mat. Andif a horned diuell ſhould burſt forth, 


.* Iwouldpaſſeon him with a mortall ſtocke. 


Alb.Oh, a horned diuell would proouc,ominous, 

Vnto a bridegroomes eyes, 

M at.A horned diuel2good,goodcha ha ha,very good, 
Al.Good tand prince laugh not,By the joyes of loue, 
When thou doſt girne,thy ruſty face doth looke 
Like the head of aroſted rabbir:fie ypont» - 

Bal. By my troth,me thinks his a is 1uſt colour dt 

Mat tcl thee foole,my noſe will abide no 1eſt.(R 

Bal.No in truth, l doe noricaſt,] ſpeake truth . Trur 
is the rouchſtone of all things : and 'if your noſe 


. will notabidethetruth, your noſe will not abide the 


couch: and if your noſe will notabide the touch ,your 


| noſe is a copper noſe, and muſt be nai d vp for aflip- 


Mat Iſcorne to retort the obtuſe icaſt of a foole, 
Balurdo drawes ont his writing tables,and writer, 


Ba Retort and obtuſe, good words,very good wor 
| B 2 
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Gal.Young Prince,looke ſprightly; fie,a bridegroom 
ſfadde! 

Bal.In truth,if he were retort, and obtufe, no queſti- 
on, hee would beemerrie : but and pleaſe my Genius, 
I will be moſt retort and obcule ere night. Ile tell you, 
what Ile beare ſoone at night-in my ſhielde, for my | 


. deuice, 
| Gal, What, good Balurds? 


Bal, O,doc meright: (ir Gefferey Bulwrdo ; firyfir, as 


PRgas YEE liuegfar, | 
NS eh odla | 


Gefferey Balirdb? 
Za. Marry forfooth, Le carrie for my deutce, mygrand 
fathers great ſtone-horſ,flinging vp his head,&icrking 
out his leftlegge.. The wordz: Wereby Purt, As T am a 
true knight, wil'tnotbee moſt retort and obtuſeyha? 
Ant.Blowe hence theſe fapleſle ieſtes. I cell you bloods 
My ſpirit's heauie, and the iuyce of life 

Creepes flowly through my Rifned arteries. +. - 
Eaſt fleep,niy-ſenſe wasiſteep't in hortid dreames: - - 
Three parrs-of night wete ſwallow'd in the gulfe- 
Of rauenous time, when to my flumbring powers, 
Two'meager ghoſts made apparition. (wounds: 
The mmm ſecm'd freih- pauricht with bleeding 
Vhoſe bubling gore g infrighted yes. - 

The other, orb of nr 

Both ctide Reaenge. Atwhich my trembling ioynes = 
(Iced quite ouet with'afroz'dcoldfweate) -  *- 
__ the ſheets. Three times 1 gaſp'tarihiades: 
And thrice,deluded by errogcousfente, 
Iforc'tmy thoughts make hand; when loe,top's 


OOMmM 
eſti. 
Vis, 
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Antonio and Melia. 
A large bay window, through which the night 
Struck terror to my ſoule. The verge of heauen 

V as ringd with flames, and all the vpper vault 
Thick lac'twith flakes of fire; in midſt whereof 

A blazing Comer ſhot his threatning traine 

luſt on my face, Viewing theſe prodigics, 

I bow'd my naked knee, and pierc't the ſtarre, 
With an ourfacing eye; pronouncing thus; 

Deus imperat aſtris, At which,my noſe ſtraight bled: 
Then doubl'd! my word, ſoſlunketo bed, 


| Ba,Vcrely,fir Gefferey had a monſtrous ſtrange dream 


the laſtnight. For mee thought Idreamt1 was alcepe, 
and me thought the ground yaun'd and belkt vp-the 
abhominable ghoſt of a mis{hapen Simvile, with two 
vgly Pages; the one called maſter, euen as going: be- 
forez. and the other Mewnſer,cuen ſo following after; 
whil'ſt Senior Simile ſtalked moſt proc in 
| the midſt. At which 1-bewrayed the. fearctulnefſe of 
my nature: and being readie to forſake the fortreſle of 
my wit, ſtart vp, called for acleaneſhirt,cate a meſle 
of broth; and with that I awake.. | 

Ant. I pree thee peace. I tell you gentlemen, 
The __—_ ſhades ofnightyerſbake my braine: 
My gellied blood's not thaiw'd: the fulphurdamps, 
That flowein winged lightning 'boutmy couch, 


| | Yer ſtick within my ſenſe, my ſoule 1s great, 


In expeRation of dire prodigies. 


TheirLord a coward.He,thats nobly borne, 


Abhorres to feare. Baſe teare's che brand off flaues.. 
Z B 3 He: 


Pan.Tut,my young Prince, let-notthy fortunes ſee. | 
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Heethat obſerues purſues flinks back for fright, 
Was neuer caſt in mould of noble ſprighe. 


Ga,Tuſh,there's a fun will ſtraight exhale theſe damps 


of chilling feare, Come,ſhal's ſalute the bride? 
Ant, Caſtilio,l preethe mixe thy brearh with his: 

Sing one of Signior Rene'd#'; ayres, 

To rouſp the ſlumbring bride from glutroning, 


In ſurfet of fuperfluous ſleepe. Good Signior, fing- 


CANTANT. 


What meanes this filence and vamoouedcalme! 


Boy,winde thy Cornet : force theleaden gates 
Of laſtefleepe fly open, with thy breath; 
My Meldanot vp?not ſtirring yet? vmh. | 
Ma-That voice,ſhould be my ſonnes Antonio's, 
Antonio? 
Ant,Here,who cals:here ftands Antonio. 
Mari Sweete ſonne- 
Ant, Deare mother, 
Ma.Faire honour of a chaſt andloyall bed, 
Thy fathers beautie,thy ſad mothers loue, 
Werel as powrefull as the voice of fate, 
Felicitiecompleart fhould ſweere thy ſtate: _ 
But all the bleſſings ,thar a poore baniſhe wretch, 
Can powre vpon thy heade,take gentle ſonne: 
Liuc,gratious youth,tocloſe thy morhers eyes, 
Loud of thy parents;till their lateſt hower: 


_- How cheares myLord,thy father? ſweet boy, 
Parc ofhimhusI clip,my deare,deare ioy. 


AN, 


b 


Cor 


ſntonto and Melltda. 
Ant. Madam,laſt night Ikiſthis princely hand, 


. | And tooke a treaſur'd bleſſing from his lips: 


O mother,you arriue in 1ubile, 
And firme attonemenrofall boyſtrous rage: 


' | Pleaſure,vnired loue,proteſtedfaith, 


Guard my lou'd father,as ſworne Penſtoners: 
The Dukes are leagu'd in firmeſt bondof loue, 
And youarriueeuen in the Solſticie, 
And higheſtpoint of ſun-ſhinehappineſle. 

- Cl One winder a Cornet within. 
Harke Madam, how yon Cornet ierketh vp 
His ſtraind ſhrill accents, in thecapering ayrez 
As proudto ſummon vp my brightcheek'tloue.. 
Now,mother, ope wideexpeQation; 
Let looſe your ampleſt ſenſe,to entertaine 
Thimpreſſion of an obie& of ſuchworth, 
That life's too poore to. 
Gal.Nay leaue Hyperboles- 


Of which thou canſt not forme Hyperboles, 
The trophy of tryumphing excellence: | 
The heart of beautic, Melia appearess = 
See,looke,the curraine ftirs,ſhine natures pride, 
Loues vitall fpirit,deare A#zo##o's bride, 
« TheCurtain's drawneand the bodie of Feliche ſlab 
thick with wounds appeares bung vÞ. | 
What villaine-blaods the window of my loue? 
What ſhaue hath hung yon gorie caſigne vp, 


In flat defiance of hwmanitie* 
Amake thou faire voſpotted puritie. 
: Ba Deaths 


Ant.[ te] thee prince, that preſence ſtraight appears;. 
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Death's atthy windowe, awake bright Aelids: 


Antoniocals. 


SCENA QVARTA-. 
« Enter Piero as 6t forſt, with Foroboſco. 
PeN/ H O giuestheſeil-beficting attributes 
_ Y Ofchaſt,vnſporred,bright,to Mekds, 
He lies as lowde as thunder, fhee's vnchaſt, 
Tainted, impure,blacke as theſoule of hell. 
4 He drawes bis rapier, offers to runne at Piero: but 
Maxia holds his arme & flaies hin. 
Ant.Dog,l will make the eate thy vomit vp, - 
Which thou haſt belt t gainſt raintleffe Melkde. 
Ramm't quicklie downe,that ie may notrife 
To imbraid mythoughts. Behold my ſtomack: 
Strike me quite through with therelontlefſe edge 
Ofraging turie, Boy,Ile kill thy loue © 
Pandulfe Reliobe, | haue ſtabd thy fonne: 
Looke,yet his lifeblood reekes vpon this ſtcele. 
Albert,yon hangs thy friend, Haue none of you 
Courage of vengeance?ForgerI am your Duke, 
Thinke Melida is not Pieros bloode. 
Imagine on ſlight ground, lle blaſthis honour, 
Suppoſe fawenor that inceſtuous ſlaue, 
Clipping the ſtrumper,with luxurious twines: 
O,numme my ſenſe of anguith, caſt my life = 
Ina dead fleepe,whilſt lawe cuts off yon maine, 
Yon putred vicer of my roiall bloode. 
Foro.Keepe league wich realon,gratious Soueraigne. 


Pits 


CS 


but 


7 


| 


ſntomo and Mellida. 
Pie.There glowe no ſparkes of reaſon in the world; 


All areraltyp in aſhiebeaſtlineſle. 
The bulke of man's as darke as Erebus, 


1 


| No branch of Reaſons light hangs in his trunke: 
' | Thereliues no reaſon to keepe league withall, 


I ha no reaſon to be reaſonable. 
Her wedding eue, linktto the noble blood 


. | Ofmy moſt firmely reconciled friend, 


And found cuen clinegd in ſenſualitic! 
O heauen! O heauen! Were ſhe as nearemy heart 
As is my liver, I would rend her off. 


SCENA QVINTA- 


q] EnterStiro7zo, 
Str, H 
V Voice 


Pier Here,into my breaſt: tis a place built wide 
By fate, to giuereceiptto boundlefle woes, 
Str. O no;herethrob thoſe hearts, which I muſt cleaue 
With my keene pearcingnewes., Ardrug10's dead. 
Pier, Dead? 

Ma.O me moſt miſerable. 
Pie, Dead,alas,how dead? Giue ſeeming pasfun, 
Fut weepe, a,faine,Dead.,alas,how dead? 
Str,The vaſt delights of his large ſodaine ioyes 
Opned his powers ſo wide,that's natiue heate | 
So prodigally flow'd,texterior parts, 
That thinner Citadell was left vnmand, 
And fo ſurprizd onſodaine by colde death. 
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Mari, fatal, diſaſtrous,curſed,diſmall! 
Choake breath and life-I breath,] liue too long. 
Anaruziomy Lord, come,I come. 

Pie.Becheerciull Princefſe,help Caſtilio, 
The Ladie's ſwouned,helpe to beare her in. 
Slow comfort to huge cares,is ſwiftelt ſin. | 
Ba!.Courage,courage ſweet Ladie,tis fir Gefferey Ba- 

turdo bids you courage-Truly I am as nimble as an E- 

lephant about a Ladie, 
Pan. Dead: Ant.Dead, Alb.Dead? 
An, Why now the womb of miſchiefe is deliuer'd, 

Of the prodigious iſſue ofthe night, 

Pay Ha,ha,ha. 
Am. My father dead,my loue attaint of luit: 

Thats a large lye, as vaſt as ſpatious hell: 

Poore nilelef Ladie. O accurſed lye. 

What, whome,whether,which ſhall I firſt lament®” 
A deade father,a diſhonour'd wife.Stand. 

Me thinkesT feele the frame ofnature ſhake, 
Cracks notthe toynts of earth. to. beare my woes? 
Atlb.Sweet Prince,be patient, 

Ant, S'lid fir, l will notin deſpight of thee. 
Patience is flaue to fooles: 18 tl that's fixt 
Onely to poſtes,and ſenfleſſelog;likedolts. 

Alb.Tis reaſons gloric to commaund affeas.. 
An.Lies thy cold father dead, his gloſſed eyes. 

New cloſed vp by thy ſad mothers hands? 

Haſt thow a loue as ſpotleſle as the browe 
Of cleareſt heauen, blurd with falſe defames? 


Are thy moylt entra]s cruwpledvp with grietc 
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Of parching miſchiefs* Tel me,doecs thy hart 
, [With mend anguifh ſpur thy galled ribs” 
| [Then come and ler's fit and weep & wreath our arms: 
Ile heare thy counſell. '  Alb,Takecomforr 
Ant,Confuſiontoall comfort :1 defie ir. 
omforr's a Paraſite, a flattring lack: 
ey Ba. | And melts reſolu'd deſpaire. O boundleſle woe, 
2n E.|Ifthere be any black yet vnknowen gricte: 
fthere be any horror yet vnfelt, 
nthought of miſchicte in thy fiendlike power, 
aſh it ypon my miſerable heade- 
Make me more wretch,more curſed if thou canft- 
O,now my fate is more than | couldfeare: 
My woes more waightie than my ſoule can beare. Exit 
Pan-Ha,hazhay | 
Al,Why laugh you vncle?Thats my cuz,yourſon, 
2 Whoſe breſt hangs caſed in his cluttered gore. 
P;, True man,true: why,wherfore ſhould I weepe? 
Conelit,kinde Nephew:come on:thou and 1 
> [Willralkeas Chorws to this trapedie, _ 
Intreatthe muſick ſtraine their inſtruments, 
itha flighttouch whilſt we. Say on fair cuz, 
Alb, Hewas the very hope of Italy, Muſick ſounds ſoftly. 
he blooming honour of your drooping age. ' + 
P,True cuz,truc. They lay that men of hope arecruſhe: 
ood areſuppreſt by baſe defertlefleclods, 
That ſtifle gaſping vertue. Look ſweetyouth, 
How prowdent our quick Yeretian: arc, 
Leaſthoues of iades ſhould trample on my boy: 
Looke how they lift him vp to eminence, 
Of [Heauchim,boue reach - fleſh, Ha,ba;ha, as 
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Alb.Vncle,this laughter ill becomes your gricfe. 
Pan,\ould'ſt haue me cry , run rauing vp & down, 
For my ſons loſſe? would'ſt haue me turn rank mad, 
Or wring my face with mimick aftiong 
Stampe,curſe,weepe,rage,& then my boſome ſtrike ? 
Away tis apiſh a@tion,player-likes, 
Ifhee is guiltleſſe, why ſhould teares be ſpent? 
Thrice bleſſed ſoule that dyeth innocent. 
If he is leapred with fo foule a guilt, 
Why ſhould aſigh be lent, ateare be ſpilr* 
The gripe of chaunce is weake,to wring ateare, 
From him that knowes whatfortitude thould beare: 
Liſten young blood. Tis nottrue valors pride, 
To ſwagger,quarrell,ſweare,ſtampe,raue,and chide.. 
To ſtab ia fume of blood, to keepe lowde coyle, - 
To bandie factions in:domeſtick broyles, 
To dare the a&t of Sins, whoſe filth excels. 
The blackeſt cuſtomes.of blinde Inftdels, 
No,my lou'd youth:he may of valour vauntz 
Whom fortunes lawdeft thunder can not dauntr, 
Whom fretful gaules of chance,ſterne fortunes ſiege; 
Makes nor his reaſon flinke, the ſoules faire liege, 
Whoſe well pail'd ation cuer reſts vpon 
Not giddie humonrs,but diſcretion. 
This heart in valour euen 7ove'out-goes? 
Tone is without, but this 'boue ſenſe;of woes: 
Andſuch a one cternitie:Behold, 
Good morrow.ſonne: thou bidit a fig tor eolde.. 
Sound lowder mufick-Jermy breathexat, © 
You ftrike ſad Tones vntothis diſtnall a, © 
| 414 1041 > ACE 
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ACTA. SCAN. 


T he Cornets ſound a cynet. 

q Enter two mourners with torches, two with ſireamers: 

' Caſtilioe7 Foroboſce, with torches : a Heralde bearing 
Andrugio's helme & ſword, the coffin: Maria ſupported 
by Lucie and _ Alberto, Antonio by himſelfe: Piero , and 
Stro7z0 talking: GaleatJo and Matcagente,Balurde & 
P andulfo: the coffin ſet downe : helme, (wordeavd ſtrea- 
mers hung vp , placed by the Herald : whil ft Antonio 
and Maria wet their handkerchers with their teares, kiſſe 
them,and lay them onthe hearſehneeling: all gve ous but 
Piers, Cornets ceaſe, and he ſpeakes. 


Pie, TY OT ther thou cearcloth thatinfolds the fleſh 
Ofmy loath'd foe; moulder to cribling duſt: 
Obliuion choake the paſſage of thy fame. 
Trophees of honord birth droppe quickly downe: 
Let naught of him;but what was vitious,liue. 
Though thou art deade.,thinke not my hate is dead: 

I haue butnewly twone my arme in the curld locks 
Of ſnakie vengeance . Pale beetle-brow'd hate 


Butnewly bultles vp-Sweer qi, aa thythoughes.. 


O let me hug my boſome, rub my brealt, 

In hope of what may happe. Andrugiorots: 

Antoxis lives; viah : how long?ha,ha;how long? 
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c0na Farteeo 
Antonio:packthence,]le his mother wed, 
Then cleare my daughter of ſuppoſed luſt, 
Wed her to Florence heire. O excellem. 
Venice,Genoa, Flerence, atmy becke, 
Art P:er0'snod, Baluydo,o ho, 
O, twill be rare, all vnſuſpeed donne. 
I haue bin nurſt in blood, and ſtill haueſuckr 
The ſteeme of recking gore, Balurdo,ho? 
©] EnterBalurdo with a beard; hilfe of, halfe on, 

Ba, When my beard is on,moſt noble prince, when 
my beard is on, 

Pier, Why,whatdoſt thou with a beard? 

Ba.1n truth,one tolde me that my wit was balde, 8 
that a Meremaide was halfe f(h , and halfe fiſh: and 
therefore to fpeake wiſely, like one of your counſell, 
as indeede ithath pleaſed youto make me, not onely 
being a foole,of your counſe!l, but alſo to make me of 
your counſell, being a foole; Iimywitbe bald, and a 
Mermaid be halte fiſh and halfe cunger,then1 muſtbe 
forced to conclude thetyringman hath nog glewd 
on my beard halfe faſt,cnough,.Gods bores, itwil not 
ſtick ro fal off: (while? 

Pje-Doſt thou know what thou haſt ſpoken all this 
Ba, O LordDuke, Iwould be forie of:that - Many 
men can vtterthat which,no man, burthemſeſues can 
conceiue: but thanke a good wit, I haue thegitt to 
ſpeake that which neither any manels, nor my ſelfe 

vnderſtands- ' 

Pj. Thouart wiſe, He that ſpeaks he knows not whar, 
ſhal never ſin againſt his own conſcicnce:go to, thou 

h ar 
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Antonio and eM elltda. 


| art wiſe» 
Ba,Wilſe?O no.l haue a littke naturall diſcretion, or 
ſo: but for wiſe, lam ſomewhat prudent: but for wiſe, 


0 Lord, 


Pje,Hold,rake thoſe keyes, open the Caſtle vault,& 


put in Melhdas 


Bal. Andput 
Pi, Bid Foroboſco,and Caſtilio guard, 
Indeere thy ſelfe Pjero's intimate, 


Bal.lndeere,and intimate:good, I aflure you ,I will 
indeere and intimate Melidz into the diigeon preſctly- 
Pie, Will Pandulfo Feliche waite on me? 
Ba-l will make him come,moſt retort and obtuſe, to 
you preſently, 1thinke,fir 7efrey talks like a counſeller, 


Go to,gods neaks,! thinkeI tickle its 


Pjelle ſeeme to winde yon foole with kindeſt arme, 
He that's ambitious minded,and but man , 


inn Melda?well, let mealone, 


Muſt haue his followers beaſts,dubd fluiſh ſors: 


Whoſe ſeruice is abedience,and whoſe wit 


Reacheth no further then to admire their Lord, 


And ſtare in adoration of his worth» 
Toue,a flaue rak't out of common mud 


Should ſeeme to ſit in counſell with my heart» 


High honourd blood's too ſquemiſhto aſfene, 


Andlend a hand to an ignoble ac, 


Poyſon from roſes who could creabſtrat? 
How now P«nas!/o, weeping tor thy ſonne? 
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SCENA SECYNDA- 


Enter Pandulſo, 


Pan.N 1O no,?Pzers, weeping for my finnes: (fonne> 
Had I bin a good father,he had bin agratious 
Pie.Pollution muſt be purg'd: (fleſh, 
Pan, Why taintſt thouthen the ayre with ſtench of 
And humane purrifa&tions noyſome ſent? 
I pray his bodie, Who lefle boone can craue, 
Than to beſtowe vpon the deade,his graue? 
Pie.Graue?why? think'ſt thou he delerues a graue, 
That hath dcfil'd the temple of 


Pan, Peace,peace: 


Me thinksI heare a humming murmur creepe 


From out his gelli'd wounds, Looke on thole lips, 
Thoſenow lawnepillowes,on whoſe tender ſoftn2ile, 
Chaſte modeſt ſpeach,ſtealing from out his breaſt, 
Had wontto reſt itſelfe, as loathto poaſt 

From out fo faire an Inne:look,look,they ſeemeto ſtir, 
And breath defyance to black obloquie. 


Pie.Think'tthou thy ſonne could ſuffer wrongfully? | 


Pane A wiſe man wrongfully,butneuer wrong 
Can take : his breaſt's ot ſuch well tempered proofe, 
It may be rac'd,not pearc't by ſauage tooth 
Offoaming malice :thowers of dartcs may darke 
Heauens ample browe : butnot ſtrike out a ſparks; 
Muchleſſe pearce the Suns cheek,Such ſongsas —_ 
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> Antono and Mellida. 
often dittied till my boy did fleepe: 
Purtnowl turne plaine foole(alas)I weepe. (deade: 
Pre. Fore heauen he makes me ſhrug: wold a were 
He is avertuous man, Vhar has our court to doe 
Withvertue,in the diuels name! P andu{phoharke , 
My luſtfull daughter dies: ſtart not,thedies. 
I purſue juſtice, I loue ſanctitic, | 
And an vndefiled remple of pure thoughts. 
ShallI ſpeake freely? Good A4zdrnziv's dead: 
Andl1 doe feare a fetch;but(vmh)wouldI durſt ſpeake. 
I doc miſtruſt; but(ymh) deatl::is he all,all man: 
Hath he no part of mother in him,ha? 
No licoriſh womaniſh inquiſttiueneſle? 
Pan. Andruzio's deade! 
Pie.I, and feare, his owne vnnatufall blood, 
To whome he gaue life, hath giuen death for life. 
How could he come on, I ſee talſe ſulpeR 
Is vicde;zwrung hardly in a vertuous heart. 
Well, T could giue you reaſon for my doubts. 
You are of honour'd birth,my very friende. 
You know how god-like ris to roote out ſin, 
Antonio is a villaine , Will you toyne 
In oath with me, againſt the traitors life, , 


| | Andſweare, you knewe,he ſought his fathers death? 


I lou'd him well, yetT loue iuſtice more: 
Our friends we thould afteR, iuſtice adore. 
Pan, My Lord,theclapper of my mouth'snot glibd 
With court oyle, twill not ſtrike on both {1des yer. 
Pie. Tis iuſt that ſubieRes ate commaunds of kings, 
Pans» Commaund then iuſt and honorable things, 
: D | Plts 
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VC econa parts, | 
Pie.E.uen fo my ſelfe then will traduce his guilt- 
Pay.Bewaregtake heed leaſt guiltlefle bloodbe ſpilt, 
Pie. Where onely honeſt deeds to kings are tree, 

Itis no empire,but a begpgery. | 
Pan.\Vhere more than noble deeds to ings are free, 
Itis no empire,butatyranny, 
Pie,Tuſh juicelefle graybeard,tis immunity, 
Proper to princes,that our ſtate exactes, 
Our fubiecs not alone to beare,bur praiſe our aCts- 
Pan.O,but that prince that worthtull praiſe aſpires, 
From hearts, andnot from lips,applauſedeſires. 
P:e.Piſh,true praiſe,the brow of common men doth 
Falſe,only girts the temple of a king, (ring, 
He that bath ſtrength,and's ignorant of power, 

_ Hewasnotmadeto rule,but to be rul'd. 

Pan.Tis praiſe to doe,not what we can,but ſhould. 
Pie. Hence doting Stoick: by my hope of bliſle, Ne 
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He make thee wretched. Pic 
Pan, Defyanceto thy power,thou rifted Iawne, Tr 
Now, by the lou'd heauen,ſooner thou ſhale Hi 


Rince thy foule ribs fromthe black filth of finne, P 
That ſoors thy heart,then make me wretched. Piſh, | py, 
Thou canſt not coupe me vp.Hadſt thou a laile Lo 
With trebble walles, like antick Babilon,, ; 
Pandulphs can get our. I tellthee Duke, 
E haue ould. Fortunaiws wiſhing cappe: 
| Andcan be where liſt, euen 1m atrice, 
8 Ie ſkippe from earth into the armes of heauen: 
V1 And from tryumphall arch of blefledneſle, 

l | Spit on thy troathy breaſt, Thou canſtnotflaue 


[ ntono and 1ViTewaad. 
Or baniſh me; 1 will be free at home, 
Maugre the bearde of greatneſſe- The port holes 
Ofſhearhed ſpiritare nere corb'd vp: 
But ſtill ſtand open readie to diſcharge 
Their pretious ſhot into the ſhrowds ofheauen- 
Pie.O torture!{laue; lbaniſh thee the rowne, 

Thy natiue ſeate of birth- 
P,a,How proud thou ſpeak'ſt!I tell thee Duke,the blaſts 
Ofthe ſwolne cheekt winds,nor all the breath of kings 
Can puffe me out my natiue ſcat of birth- 
The earrh's my bodies, and the heauen's my ſoules 
Moſtnatiue place of birth,which they will keepe: 
Deſpite the menace of mortalitic- 
Why Duke: 
Thar'snot my natiue place, where ! was rocket. 
uld.. | A wiſe mans home is whereſoerc he is wiſe. 

Now that,from man, not fromthe place doth riſes 

Pie, \WoldIwerc deafe(6 plague)hencedotard wretch: 
Trc:adnot incourt- All that thou haſt,I ſeize- 

His quier's firmer thenl1 can diſcaſe. 
I Pan, Goe,boaſt vnto thy flattring Sycophantrs; 
n, Pandulpho's {laue, Piero hath orethrowne, 

Looſe Fortunes rags are loſt;zmy owne's my owne. 
0] Pier0's going out, lookes backe, Exeunt at ſeuerall 

doores. 

Tis true Piers,thy vextheart ſhall ſee, 
Thou haſt bur tript my ſlaue,nor conquerd mee. 
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q] Enter Antonio with a booke, Lucio, Alberto, Antonid 
inblacke, 


Ath, A Y ſweet be comforted ,take counſell and 


] 
. 
] 
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\ 
Ant, Aiberto,peace:that griete is wanton A 7 
I 
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Whoſe fomacke can digeſt and brooke the dyet 
Ot Kale ili rciitht counſeli,Pigmie cares 
Cai ſhelrer vader patience ſhield: but gyant griz ſes! 
Vill burſt all couert, 
Lu My Lord, tis ſupper time. by 
Ant. Drinke deepe Alberto : eate, good Lucio: B 
But my pin'd heart ſhall eat on naught but woe. 7 
Alb,My Lord,we dare not leaue you thus alone. 


Ant, Y ou cannotiexud Antonio alone. 4 
The chamber of my breaſt is eyen throngd, I! 
With firme attendance,that forſweares to flinch» ]. 
I kane a thing ſts hereziti is not price, G 


Tis not deſpaire, nor the moſt plague 
That the molt wretched are in{ected with: 
But the moſt greefull,deſpairing,wretched, 


Accurſed,milcrable, O,tor heavens ſake TT 1 
Forſake me now; you ſee how lighttam, Ps 
And yct you force meto detame my patience. fol 

La. Faire gentle prince | fe 


' | Ant.Away, thy voice is hatefull:thou PT, - Pj 


® 
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Antonio and Melltda: 
And beat my eares with intimations. 
That Melida,that Melhaais light, 
And ſtained with adulterous luxury: 
I cannot brook't, I tell the Zuc#o, 
Sooner will I giue faith,thatvertue's ſcant 
In princes courts , will be adorn'd with wreath 
Of choyce reſpect,and indeerd intimate. 
Sooner will I beleeue thatfriendſhips raine . 
Will curbe ambition from vttlitie, 
Then Melia is light. Alas poore ſoule, 
Didft ere ſee her(good heart)haſt heard her ſpeake? 
Kinde,kinde ſoule. Incredulitie it ſelfe (cheeks 
Wouldnot be ſo braſle hearted, as ſuſpe& ſo modeſt 
Lu, My Lord 8 
Ant. Away, a ſelfe-one guilt doth onely hatch diſtruſt: 
Buta chaſte chought's as farre. from doubt;as lult, 
I intreat you leaue me, 
, Will you endeauourto forget your griefe? 
Ant,Ifaith I will, ood friend, Ifaith I will, 
Ile come and eate with you. Alberto,ſee, 
] am taking Phyſicke,heer's Philoſophie, 


. Good honelit leaue me, Ile drinke wine anone, 


Alb.Since you enforce vs,faire prince, weare gone, - 


Exennt Alberto and Lucio, 
q] AN!0710 reaaes » 
A.Ferte fortiter: hoc eft quo deum antecedatis. Ie enim ex-- 
tra patientiam malorum:;vos ju>ra.Contemmite dolorem:aut 


ſoluctur,'ant {oluer.  Conteranjie fortuni : nnullateiln , q#0 
feriret 411184%: habet; - kits, 3p 39D: | 2 


Piſh,thy mother was not lately widdowed, ' 
D3, Thy, 
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Thy deare affied loue,larely defam'd, 
With blemiſh of foule luſt, when thou wrot'ſt thus, 
Thou wrapt in furres,beaking thy Iymbs 'fore fiers, 
Forbidſtthe froze Zone toſhudder,Ha,ha:tis naught, 
But fomie bubling of a fleamie braine, 
Naught els but ſmoake-O what danke marriſh ſpirit, 
But would befyred with impatience, 
Atmy Nomore,no more: he that was neuer bleſt, 
With height of birth,faireexpeRation 
Of mounted fortunes,knowes not what it is 
Tobe the pittied obieR ofthe worlde, 
O,poore Antorio,thou maiſt ſigh, 
Melt Aye me. | 
Ant-And curſe. 
Pan.Black powers. 
Ant,Andcry. 
AMa.O heauecn, 
Ant, And cloſe laments with 
Alb.O me moſt miſerable. 
Pax.W oe for my deare deareſonne. 
Mar,\Woe for my deare,deare husband, 
Mel, Woe for my dearedeare loue. 
Arti, Woe for me all, cloſe all your woes in me: 
In me Anton, ha? Where liuethele ſounds? 
I can ſee nothing; griefe's inuilible, 
And lurkes in ſecret angles of the heart- 
Come ſigh againe, 4n0xio beares his part- 
MelbO herehere is a vent to paſſe my ſighes, 
I haue ſurcharg'd the dungeon with my plaints, 


Priſon, and heart will burit,if void of vent» 
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Imuſt die falſely : ſo muſt thou,deare heart. 


> Antonro and Melltda. 
I, thatis Phebe,empreſle of the night, 
That gins to mount; 0 chalteſtdeitic: 
IfT be falfe to my Antero, 
If the leaſt ſoyle of luſt ſmeers my pure loue, 
Make me more wretched,make me more accurſt 
Then infamie.torture,death,hell and heauen 
Can bound with ampleſt power of thought : ifnor, 
Purge my poorc heart, with defamations blots 
Ant, Purge my poore heart from defamations blot! 
Poore heart, how like her vertuous ſelte: the ſpeakes, 


Meltda, deare Mellin, it is Anton: 
Slinke not away,tis thy 410310. 
Mel, How found you out,my Lord(alas)Iknowe 
Tiscaſic in this age, to finde out woe. 
lhauea ſute to you 
Ant.What is'r,deare foule? 
Mell. Kill me,lfaith Ile winke,nor ſtir a iot» 
For God ſake kill mee : inſooth,lou'd youth, 
I am much iniur'd; looke,ſce how I creepe- | 
I cannot wreake my wrong, bur ſigh and weepe- 
Ayn-May 1 be curſed, butl creditthee- 
Mel, To morrowel mult dic» 
Av, Alas, for what? 
Mell, For louing thee; tis true my ſweeteſt breaft= 


Nets are a knitting to intrappe thy life. 

Thy fathers death muſt makea Paradice 

To my (1ſhame tocall him) father, Tell me ſweer,, 
Shall1 die thjne:doſt loue mee ſtill,and ſtill? 


D4 


TUPLT 


Ant: L 


e jecona”Farteof 


Ant-I doe» 
HMellThen welcome heauens will. 
Ant,Madam,! will not ſwell like a Tragedian, in for- 
ced paſſion of afteted ſtraines, 
If 1had preſent power of ought but pittying you, I 
would beasreadie to redreſte your wrongs, as to pur- 
ſue your loue, Throngs of thoughts crowde for their 
paſſage, ſomewhatl1 will doe, 
Reachmethy hand:thinke this is honors bent, 
Toliue vnſlau'd, to dic innocent. Wt 
Mel. Let me entreat a favour,gratious loucs 
Be patient,ſee me die,good doe Not wCepe: 
Goe ſup,fweete chuck,drinke,and ſecurely fleepe, 
Ant.I faithI cannort,butlleforce my face. . _ - - 
To palliate my ſickneſle, | | REIT 
eMell Giue me thy hand. Peace on thy boſome dwel: 
Thats all my woe can breath: kiſſe. Thus farewell. 
Ant Farewell:my heart is greatof thoughts, .- | 
Stay doue: | . 
Andrtherefore 1 muſt ſpeake : but what? 0 Louc! 
By this white hand:eno more: reade in theſe teares, 
What cruſhing anguiſh thy Antonio beares. 
Antonio kiſſeth Melhaa's hand : then Mellida 


'* goes from the grate, 
Mel,Godnightgood harte, (part, 
Ant, Thus heate from blood, thus ſoules from bodies 
«| Enter Piero and Stroz70. 


Pic, He greeues,laughe Stro3Fo:laugh,heweepes, 
Hath he teares ?.6 pleaſure! hath he teares? / 
Now docl ſcourge A4ndr#gu with ſtecle whips . 
O 


a 4 


Of knottie vengeance. StrozFo,cauſe meſtraighr 

Someplaining dittic to augmentdeſpairc. 

Tryumph Piero:harkeghe groanes, Oorareh 
Ant.Beholde a proſtrate wretch laid on his toumbe. 

,I | HisEpitaph,thus; Ne plus vitra, Ho, © 

ur- | Let none out,woe me: mine's Herculean woes 


CANTANT. 


Exit Piero at the end of the ſong» 


% 
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SCENA QVARTA 


— 


| q Enter Maria, 
Ant. AY I bemore curſed then heauen can make 
If Lam not more wretched . (mes, 
Then man can conceiue me- Sore fortorne i! 
Orphant, what omnipotence can make thee happie? 
Max, How now ſweete ſonne?good youth, 
what doſt thou? 
_ Ant, \Wepe,weepe.. | 
Mar,Doſt naught but weepe,weepe? . - ' + 
Am.Yesmother,[ do figh,and wring my hands, 
Beat my poore breaſt,and wreath my tender armes.. 
Harke yee; Ile tel you wondrous ſtrange,ftrigenews.. 
Ma, What my evodhor Srkeande 7: Got 
Antlamnor. Bas. 


MaAlas,is that "uy newes? 


el: 


1CS 


Ant: 
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( pe ſecond [arteo 


Ant.Strange news? why mothergis'tnot wondrous 
I am not mad: I run not trantick,ha? 
Knowing my fathers trunke ſcarce colde , your loue 
Is fought by him that doth purſus my life? 
Secing the beautie of creation, 
Antonio's bride, pure heart,defam'd,and ſtoad 
Vnder the hatches of obſcuring earth, 
Hen quo laboy quo votd cecider wnt mea! 
CE] Enter Piero- 
Pie, Goodeuening to the faire Antono, 
Moſt happie fortune, ſweete fucceeding time, - 
Rich hope: think not thy fate a bankrout though 
Ant. mh;the diuellin his good time and tide for- 
ſake thee. 
Pie. How now?harke yee Prince. 
An,God be with you, | 
Pje,Nay,noble blood, hope yee not ſuſpet 


4». SuſpeRI ſcorn't.Here's cap & legzgood night: 


Thou that wanzs power;with difſemblance fight 
SHST3T, Exiut Antonto« Jens ahrok ts 

Pier, Madam,O that you could remeberto forget 
C4'T had a huſband anda happie ſonne. 
Pj,Moſt powreful beautie,that-inchanting grace 
Ma.Talke not of beautie,nor inchanting prace. 

My huſband's deade,my ſon's diſtraught,aceurſt. 

Come, muſt vent my gricfes,or heart will buſt. 


Exit Mayia. 


Pie Shee's gone(& yet ſhe's here)ſhehath left a print 
 Otfher ſweete graces fixt within my -heart, 
Asfreſhas is her face «Ile marric her- 


Shee's 


(ſtrange 


drous 
range 
oue 


eAntonio and Mellida. 


Shee's moſt fair,zrue, moſt chaſte,moſt falſe becauſe 


Moſt faire, tis firmelle marrie her» 


SCENA_ QVINTA. 


"Str, M Y Lord, 
Piero. Ha, StrotJo,my otherſoule; my lite, 


Deare ,haſtthouſteel'd the point of thy re ue?” 


Wiltnot turne edge inexecurioty? | 
Str,No. | 
Pie, Doc itwith rare paſſion, and aoekins thy ouile, 

As if twere wrung out with thy conſcience B"IPe. 

Sweare that my daughters innocent of luſt; 

And that Antonio brib'd thee to defame Cont 

Her maiden honour, on inueterate hate + [! 1 

Vnto my bloode; and that thyhand ivas i 

By his large boumtie, for his fathers death, 


| Sweareplainly that thou chokeltAndngiey, fone Gs 


By his ſons 6hely egging. Ruſhmein;.;; p 207 
Whilt Melida prepares her ſelfe rodie: rQ 
Halter about thy niecke,and with fuch fighs,, : . > + 
Laments andacckmarions lyfen ity: ;;-15: 1 
As if impulliue power of.ccmarie.: 7 IC 215,970 "ICE 
Str.Ile weeper 4." 
Pie,l,, fall on thy face and cools ſuffer: you: 
So lewdeaſlateasShrotzo is tobreath? 
Str. Ile beg a ftrangling,growe importunate 
$f As if thy life were loathſome to thee : then I 
Carch ſtraight the cords endzand,as much incenſ'd 
With thy damn'd IP arude hand,, 
2: | 
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.Z Deſecona party 
As readie togirge in thy pipe of breath: 
But on the Cline MR ſtand amarz'd, 
And fall in exclamations of thy vertues, 

Str. Applaud my agonies,and penitence. 

Pie, Thy honeſt ſtomack,that could nor diſgeſt 
The crudities of murder :but ſurcharg'd, 
Vomited'{tthem vp in Chriſtian pietie. 

S$tr.Then clip me in your armes. 
Pie, And call thee brother,nount thee ſtraight to ſtate, 
Make thee of counſell; rut,tut,what not,what not? 
Thinke ont,be confident, purſue the plot, _ 

Str, Looke here's a troop,a true rogues lips are mute, 
Idoenot vſe to ſpeake,but exccute- 
He layes finger on his mouth and drawes hs dagger, . 
P7e.So,fo; run headlong to confuſion: | 


Thou ſlight brain'd miſchicfe,thou art made as durr, | 


To plaſter vpthe bracks of my defects, 
Ile wring what may be ſqueal'd from outhis vc: 


For now thy tide of vengeiince rowleth in; - 

O now Traeedia Cothurnata mounts, 

Piero's thoughts are fixton dire exploites. 

Pell mell:confuſion, and black murder guides 
The organs of my ſpitir- ſhrinke not heart. | 
Capiendarebus in mals preceps Via oft. = 


FINIS AC TVS SECVNDI. 


And good night Stro7z9. Swell plump bold heart, | 


, 
y2 


[ nton ana 1VIeuaa. 


ACT. SCEN. [. 


— 


q A dumbe ſhowe, The cornets ſounding for the Acte, 

q Enter Caſtilio and Forobeſco, Alberto and Balurde, with | 
polaxes: StroZ7o talking with Piero oſeemeth to ſend out 
Strotzo, Exit Strotzo, Enter StrotJo, Maria,Nutriche, 
nd Laces. Piero paſſeth through his enard, aud talkes 

| with herwith ſeeming amorouſneſſe : Sins to reed? 
ute, hk ſuite, flies to the toumbe, kneeles, and kiſſeth it: Piero 
brikes Nutriche and Lucio: they goeto her, ſeeming to 
” folicite hu ſuite, She riſeth , offers to goe ont , Piero ſtay 
eth bey , teares open his breaſt, imbraceth and kiſſeth her, 
&nd ſo they goe all ont in State, 


q Enter two pages, the one with two tapers ,the other with 
8 chafing TY p perfame in it, Antonio , inhis nicht 
gowne, and a night cap, vnbrac't,following after. 


2:.'T HE black iades of ſwart night trot foggy rings 
| THY heauens brow e- (13) Tis ons ſtarke 
deade night. 

Is this Saint Markes Church? 
3.P4, ltis,my Lord. 

Ant.\Where ſtands my fathers hearſe? 

3.P4, Thoſe ſtreamers beare his armes. I xhat is it. 
Ant Set tapers to the toumbe,8& lampe the Church- 


Giuc me the fixc, Now _ and {kcpe.Exennt Mgt 
3 of 
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'Reuenge my bloode, Thy gel Za,is chaſte: 


We ſecond part of 
I purifie the ayre with odorous fume. (weight, 
Graues, valts,and toumbes, groane not to beare my 
Colde fleſh, bleake trunkes, wrapt in your half-rot 
fhrowdes, 

I preſſe you ſoftly, with. a tender foote, 

Moſt honour d ſ{epulchre,vouchſafe a wretch, . 
Leaue to wecpe orethee, Toumb,llenor be long 
EreI creepe in thee,and with bloodleſle lips 

Kiſſe my cold fathers checke-Ipree thee, graue, *\ 
Provide foft mould to wrap my carcaſle in. G 
Thouroyal ſpirit of 4n4-#259,where cre thouhouerſt 
(Ayric intellect) heaue vp tapers to thee(viewe thy 
In celebration of dewe obſequies- ſon) 
Once every night,Ile dewe thy funerall hearſe, + * 
With my religious teares, _ ps + 

O blefled father of a curſed ſon, | 

Thou diedſt moſt happic,ſince thou liuedſtnot 

To ſee thy ſonne moſt wretched,and thy wife 


Purſu'd by lfim that ſeckes my guiltlefle blood, oy 
O,in what orbe thy mightie ſpirit foares, * © 

Stoop and beat downe thisriling fog of ſhame,... . 

[That ftrives co blur thy blood, and girtdefame, | 
Aboutmy innocent and ſpotleſſe browes, .' , | .. 


Non eſt mori miſerum,ſed mifere mori... 

And.Thy pangs of anguilh rip my cerecloth . 
And loe the ghoaſt olould Andruzio © 
Forſakes his cofhin, Aztoxio ,reuenge- 
I was linpoyfon'd by PierdFhand: OG HOG 


-— 
- 


'd EITIFIFTSY CRE PITT 39/7 « \_ 
Reuenge iny bloods; take Tpirit pentle boyz” hogs 


Only 


v 


F, 
F 


ht, 
ny 


Mmtonto and Melltda. 
Onely to fruſtrate thy purſaite in loue, 
Is blaz'd vnchaſte, Thy-mother yeelds conſent 
To be his wife,8 giue his bloode a ſonne, 

That made her husbandlefle, and doth complot 

To make her ſonlefle: but before 1 touch 
The'banks of reſt, my ghoſt ſhall viſite her, 

Thou vigor of my youth, iuyce of my loue, 

Seize on reuenge, graſpe the ſterne bended front 

Of frowning vengeance,with vnpaizedclutch. 

Alarum Nemeſs:,rouze vp thy blood, 

Inuent ſome ſtratageme of vengeance: 

Which bur to thinke on, may like lightning glide, 
With hororthrough - breaſt; remember this. 


Scelera non viciſcerts, niſe vincis® Exit Andrugio's ghoſt, 


SCENA SECVNDA- 


mere 


RL.CC. —_—__—————— 
_ 


_— 


«| Enter Maria, her haire about her eares: Nutriche, 
and Lucio, with Pazer, and torches. 


Ma, JHERE left you him? ſhewe mee 
| V V good Teak apebcs 
Nut-Gods mee, your haire, 
M4. Nurſe, tis not yet prowde day: 

The neat gay miſtes ofthe light'snot vp, 

Her cheekes not yet flurd ouer with the paint 


Of borrowed crimſone; the vnpranked world 
E 4 Wears 
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e ſecond Parte of 
Wears yet the night-cloathes:let flare my looſed hair, 
Eſcornethe preſence of the night. 
Where's my boy? Run:Ilerange aboutthe Church, 
Like frantick Bachanel,,or Taſons wife, 
Invoking all the ſpirits ofthe graues, bo 
To tell me where, Hah?O my poore wretched blood, | 
Whartdoſt thouvp art ww 4 kinde boys 
Deare foule,to bed : 6 thou haſt ſtruck a fright 
Vnto thy mothers panting - Es 
O quifquys nous 
Supplicia funttis dirus umbrarum arbiter 
Diſponis quiquss exeſs races 
Pauidus ſub antriquiſqwis venturi times 
Monts ruinam,quiſquis anidorum feres,, 
Rittus leonum, & dirafuriarum agmina 
Imblicitus hoyres, Antoni vocem excipe 
Propeyantis ad vos Thiiſcar. | - 
Ma Alas my ſon's diſtraught. Sweete boy appeale- 
Thy mutining afteQions. -- 
Ant.By the aſtonning terror of wart night, 
By the inteRious damps of clammie graucs, 
And by themould that prefieth downe 
My deade fathers ſculle: Ile bereueng'd. 
Ha, Wherefore?on whom? for what?go,gotobed 
Good dutious ſonne. Ho,but thy idle 
An. So tmay ſleepetoumb'din an honourdhearle, 
So may my bones reſt in that Sepulcher, © 
Ma.Forgetnotduticſonne: to bed,to bed; 
An, May Lbe curſed by my fathers ghoſt, 
Andblaſted with incenſedbreath of heauen, 


b "WD PEP, + © KI =, Ss 7 _— 
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If coy heare bacewciagſhaba 


7 ie; 'y 7 


ir, 


vengeance, 
MayI benumd Mas ape 


Pucker with ſinging 


I atho wh, AS 
Maybbefener' flace tocorard: 
Itb 


Ma,Wiltthouto bed/Iwonderwhen —_ 
ea vas wane A 
Now faith tis idic:{weet;; nqunce—natr aA 

Ant hauc4 prayer or two,toofferyp,!'©.”" 02h 
For the good,good Prince,my molt dear 

The Duke #:w9,andyour vertuous ſelfess i - + 
And then whea thoſe prayers haue obrand uccle, 
In oth Leorng(beleoueianome)andeonch. 

My headeindownie moulde:buetirit Ile ſee '- 

ip mn means 4 ARTIE WAL 


| Hleſkee you all{aid; 
ov, | arms 
| And {lcepeinpeaces; tio 91 ww 7911: 
GH ,weegoe before, © | 
Exeant all but Antonis; | 
4n;:l omit belcrewerouch be hore 
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ny ſee pr 
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Inplgues ynlimitted through all his daies, 
His mature age growes onely-mature vice, 
And ripens onely'to:corrupt.and.rot . 
The budding hopes of infantmodeſtic- 
Still ſtriuing tobe more then man , he prooves. 
More then a diuell, diuelifhſufpeR,diucliſh crueltie: 
All hel{-ſtraid iuycc is powred tohis vaines, 
Making him drunke with fuming ſurquedries,, 
Contemptof heauen:, yntam'darrogance,. 
Luſt,ſtare,pride,murder;, on 
Fel. Murder;. '' C.From aboue aud beneath; 
grey wirn {0 10 e234 HON fg 27 6 { 
Ant þ,Ewill mutder:.graucsand ghoſts'. 
Frighomapsitwom; te ſidered yengeance-  ///: 
 Outof Pero: wounds : | Prero's woinds.: |! .. 1:1 7 


Emer two boyes,with Piero in bis night gaeney night cap; 
odors Meine S106; ©. 
eft yauher heretOQn lights:away: |. 
Ethinke we ſhallnot warme our beds to day:;/- 
q Enter Inlio,F oroboſco,and Caſtilre, + 
Tul, Ho,father?father?. .- 1. 


Ofven fraine, 
Pje Away there:Pages 
The Churchis full-of damps:tis yer deadenig 
Exit all, faning Tulio. 


i | SCENA TERTIA. 


Inl, B*® OTHER Anoniv,areyouhere ifaith? 


Why doe you frowne: Indeed my fifter ſaid, 


ThatT ſhould call you brother,rhar ſhe did, 

When you were married to her. Buſſe mezgood: 

Truth,[louc you better then'ny father,deede:” 
Ant, Thy father? Gratious,6 bounteous heauenl 


T andem vindictauenit & tote qui 4 N74 
1ul-Trath;fince my mother dyed, I lou'd you beſts 
Something hath angred youzpray youlook merily, 
Ant I will laugh,and dimple my thinne cheeke, 
With capring toy; chuck,my heart doth leape 
To grafpethy bolome. Fime,place,and blood,” 
How fityoucloſe togither! Heavens toner 
Strike not ſuch muſick to immorrall ſoules, - 
As youraccordanceſweetes my breaſt withall. 
 MethinksTpaſevponthefront of Toze, 
And kick corruption with a{cornefull heele, 
Griping this fleſh,diſdaine morralitic. 


Any ras ys badno 4 earn hb 
might ripit vaine by vainezand catue revenge 
Inbloedingracesrbin ſince tis inbcrrogerther, 
Hauc RATA” $44.5 EI, PM 
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Thy fathers bloodthat lowes within thy veines,, 


 TCAres- 


| Now. croakesthe toad &cnight-crowes ſcreechalouds, 


Y 4y # 
ag / 


Comehither boy. Thisi D cpu hearle-* 
Iul,Q God, youle hurrme:; Po ar—natFA 
Pray you rad. hureme, And youk:ll me,deede, 
Hetell my father 
An,O,forthy liſters ſake,1 fagge rcucnge.. 
Andr Reuenges / 
Ant. Stay,ftay,deare farher,frightminecyesnemore, 
Reucnge as {wit as lightningburſtcth forth, 
eares his heart, Come,prettic tender chiſdey,; | 
Etis not.thee 1 hare,not thee] till F 


And 


E itLloathzis that;Reuenge muſtſacke. 
Tlouethy ſoule: and were _ heart lapt vp- 
Inany fleſh, bur in Ziero'sbloode,... - & 

I would thus kiffe it: :but bein his: chus, thus, 
Andthus He punch iz, feares, 

Whil & thy wounds bleede,my-browes ſhall guthou 


Inti, So; you will loue me;dae eucn what you will : 
Ant. pow barkes the Wolfe againſtthe ul cheekt 
Moone. 

Now Lyons halfc-clamd entralsroarc for food. 


Fluttering;boutcaſements ofdeparting ſoules, 

Now gapes the grayes, and through their yawnes lep 

Impriſon/d ſpitits to;reuiſit-camh: - Goode 

And now fwarte night;to fell, thy howergws,:- : 

BcholdLipurt warmebloodein Shu eyes; Ni 
From vndtr thtflageagriane., 


| An; Howlenot choupuryoruligrom notye paves "ww 
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Bedumbe all breach. Here Ras Anbngvrine; 
Worthic his father» So:l feeleno breath- 
' [| Hisiawesare falne, his diſlodg'd foule is fled: © 
| Andnowthere's nothing; bi. Piero Jefr, 
Heis all ieo,tather al Thinblood; - {643000 
This breaft;chishcatt; Piers all} © | 
Whome thus mangle, tof Tio, 
Forget this was thy trunke, Fliue thy friend. 
; be twined with celine 
- | Ofcleargoremitie:bur thy fathers blood, 
- | Irhus make incenſe of ;tovengeance. 
Ghoſtofmy poyſoned Syre, ſucke this _ 
Tofweete revenge perfumethy circlitigayre,” © * 
With ſmoake of bloode. I ſprinkle row Fey 4th, 
And dewe thyhearſeywiththeſe freſh reckingdrops. 
Loe thus I heaue my blood-died handes to heauen: 
Euen like infatiatc hell,(till crying More, . "© 
My heart harh thirſting Dro ics after ggare; 
Sound peace,andreft, ro Chutch,night . 


Floodericstr bloode, and mutder murder Craues.. 
 SCENA'QVARTA. 
$097 ced Pages with torcher, HO ors "oe, 


49d Nutriche, 


" Yoo, morrowe your weadng 
wE Gods myc bdrugio ing dy od | 
well 4 Pigro may 
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Was 2A Þ©@ 


docheter, _ wh tourehuſbands: 


my, 


rand Dartsr 


_ Thefaſt Lallea, Swecte Dt ah 
Deere Heartythe third,Prertie Pu7ge:But thefonrth 
| moſt ſweere,deare,prentie,allin all:he was the: verit 

cockeall ofa huſband, What Ladie? your-ſkinne /is 
ſmooth, your bloodewarme, your cheeke freth; your 
eye quick: change of paſture makes fat ealues:choice 
of linnen, cleanc bodies; and(no queſtien)varicty of 
huſbands perfe& wiues, I would you ſhould knowe 
it,as fewe tcethas] haue in my heade, 1 haue red 4- 
riztotles Problemes,which ſaith; that woman receineth 
perfeQion by the man, What then be the men? Goe 
to,to bed, lyc on your backe,dream not on Piero, fay 
no more: t9MoIrowe is your ng c2770 
not.of Piers, 
CEnter Balurds with abiſeFy ole, WP 

LA Whatan idle prate thou keep' comm miſk 
oc llecepe.. 
f haue wee" tie taſke of tearesto 

Bal. pe, witha moſtretort aud obtuſe 
lkifle the curledlocks of your looſe haire. The Juke 
hath ſentyou the moſt muſicall fir Gefferey, with his 
notbaſc, butmoſt innobledViole,to rock —_ baby 
thoughtsin the Cradle of fleepe. 

Mz, lgiue the "_ DukereſpeRiue thanks. 
| Bal Ref _ a veric c—— word, ladced 
| Madam,l reſpe&iue fiddle, Did youe- 
uer ſmell dry wn ſounde, My dittie muſt goe 
thus; verie wittic,l aſſure you:I my ſelfein an 
rous paſſion made it, to the tune of my p, 
inichecheunit Indeedeyverie A ,veric becorr,and 


| i 
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, 


oe afl 
My meſs je dublemyirns,. 
makes niy fingers nimble: 
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O #268 cold widd owe bed, "Grameen? 

By the warme preſſure ofmy fieepinghLord:. 1 & A 

Open thy lcaues,and whilſtomtherÞereade,”: 

Groane out, Alas,my.deare LAwarugios rw PRs b 
Maria draweth the conrrainet and the $0 of 
Anarugio is, Lin . opt T3LY 

Amazing terrar, w 
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"Offoming HnaoE, On my oule $ Tous d 
In the tryumphant chariot of reuenge. | 
Me thiuksI am allayre,and feele howaight 
.Of humane dirt clogge. This is 7#ljos bloode- - 
' Rich muſique, father; this is7xlio's blood, | 
Why lives thatmorher? b 83). 0 
--» And, Pardon ignorance.ÞBly deare Antonit:: 
| Once more aſſume diſguiſc,and dog the Courr.. 
In fained habit, till Prero's blood + 
May cuen ore-flowethe briname of full eucuge- 
42. » Exit Antonio tt ct | 
aa all bleffed forumes to you both. 
Fly thou from Court, be pearcleile in reuenge: 
$leepe thou mareſt, loe here | cloſe thy couch. - 
Exit Mariavh her bed, Andrugio SY 
; CARAIRES: 0% 
T. | Andnowyee oodecoutine of thenight, | 
| Hurrie yourchariortinto helsblack wombe,” 
> | Darkeneſſe,makeflight;Graues; four dex again 


Let's repoſleſle ourthrowdes, VVhy lags d 

vt þ- Mount ſparkling brightnelle,give che world: dy 
T7 Is | has re a. 5M | 

"a Explicit Altus ertian* 1 
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ACT: SCEN.1. 
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q Enter Antonio in a fooles habit , with alittle toy of 
walnut ſhell , and ſote, to maky bubbles : Maria , and 

| Alber to, ; 

Ma, Af WV AY with this diſguiſcin anyhand; 
Alb, £ AFie,tis vnſutingto your clate ſpirite: 
Rather put on ſome rranſſhap's caualicr,, _ 
Somehabirof ſpitting Critick, whoſe mouth 
.Voids nothing butgentileand-vnuulgar 
Rhenme of cenſure: cather aſſume: 

Ant.” hy then ſhouldI puton the verie fleſh 
Ofſolid fall « No, this cackſcombe is acrowne: 
blame hs ke INE T 
AtIviltw our plot,diſgrace igh reſolues. 

nBy willomeviious heme mortal, 
Thaz1canenuic, butaplumpecheckt foole: 
O,he hath apatent of immunities 
Confirm'd by cuſtome, ſeald by pollicie, 
As large as ſpatious thought: 
 Alb-Youcan notpreſle amongthe courtiers, 
Aga haue acceſſe to ; 
4n.\What?nota foole? VVhy friend,a golden aft, 
A babl'd foole are ſole canonicall, | 
YVhilt pale checkt wiſdome,and leaneribd =. 
E- 


La 
- 


| Arekept indiſtance at the 


NW, 


From wiſards checkes : 


, A goodpoore fook, I ſhould want ſenſe to feeke 
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| | 
All held LApoorypha, not worth ſuruey, 


_ Whyby the Genie of that Florentine, 
Decpe,deepeobſeruing, ſound brain'd Macheueil, 


He is is not wiſe that ſtruues notto ſeeme foole, 
When will the Duke holde feed Intelligence, 
Keepe warie obſeruation in large pay, 
To wa. wrag-re | | 
Mar. L,but ſuch faining,known,diſgracethmuch, 
An Piſh,moſt things that morally adhere to ſoules, 
VVhollycxiſt indrunkeopinion: Th 
V'Vhoſe reeling cenſure,itI valew nor, 
Itvalewes naught, 
Ma.You aretranſported withtoo flight a thought, 
If you but meditate of what is paſt, 
And whatyouplot to paſſe. 
Ant Euecn.in that,note a fooles beatitude: 
He isnot leof paſſion, | 
VVanting the powerof diſtinQion, 


# 


 Hebearesan vnturnd ſayke with cuery winde: 


Blowe Eaſt,blowe VVeithe ſtirs his courſe alike. 
Incuer ſawe a foole leane:the chub-fac'tfop 
Shinesſlecke with full cramm'd fat ofhappineſle, 
Whil'ſt ſtudious - 2n$o 0s" ſucks the tuyce 

who making curious ſearch 
For Natures ſecrets, the firſt innating cauſe 
Laughes them to ſcorne,as man doth buſic Apes 
When they will zanie men. Had heauen bin kinde, 
Creating me an honeſt ſenſeleſle dole, 
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The ſtings of anguiſh ſhoot through euery vaine,, 
I ſhould nor know what twere to looſe a father: _ 
I ſhould be deade of ſenſe,to viewedefame 
Blur my bright louez I could not thus run mad, 
As oneconfounded in a maze of miſchiete, : 
Staggerd,ſtarke feld with bruſing ſtroke of chance, 
1 ſhould not ſhoote mine eyes into the earth, 
Poring for miſchiefe,that might counterpoile 
: «| Enter Luceo, 
miſchiefe,murder and How now Lucio? 
LZu.My Lord,the Duke,withthe Yenetian States, 
Approachthe great hall to judge Melids, 
Ant, Askt he for Tulio yet? . p 
L#, No motion ofhim:dare you truſt this habit? 
An, Alberto, ſee you ſtreightrumour me dead: 
Leaue me,good mother,leaue ine Zuceo, 
Forſake me all, Now patience hoope my fides, 

; Exceunt omnesſauing Antonio, - 
With fteeled ribs,leaft I doe burſt my breaſt 
With ſtruggling paſſions. Now diſguiſe ſtand bolde. 
Poore ſcorned habits, oft choyce foules infould., 

| E TheCornets ſound a Cynets 


 SCENA SECVNDA- 
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«| Entey Cafilio, Foroboſco,Balurdoyg7 Alberto with pot- 
axes: Luceo bare. Prero &f Muria talking together:twe 
Senators, Galeato and eMairagevie, Nwtriche, .. -- 


Y - 
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'nton ana nentad. 
Pie. PF NTRE AT menotther's not abea 
 L Hath that imperiall predominance 


Yet giue meleaueto be my ſelfe, 
Anti. A villaine, 
Per. Luſt, 
Ant. Moſt iuſt. 


_ Pie,Moſtiuſt and vpright in out iudgement ſeat. . 


Were Melida mine cyc,withſuch a blemiſh 
Of moſt loath'd looſeneſle, I would fcratch it out. 
Producetheſtrumper in her bridall robes, 
That ſhe may bluſhrappeare ſo white in ſhowe, 
And blacke in inward fubſtance.. Bring her in- 
© Exennt Foroboſea and Caſiilis. 
] holde A4ntono,for his fathers ſake, 
So verie dearely, ſo entirely choyce, 
Thatknewelbut athoughr of preiudice,. 
Imaigin'd*gainſt his high innobled blood, 
1 would maintaine a mortall feude , vadying hate 
Gainſt the conceiuers life. And ſhallLuſtice {leepe 
In fleſhly Lethargic,for myne owne bloods fauour, 
Whea the {weete prince hath ſoapparanticorne 
By my(1 wil not call her) daughter.Goe, 
Condu@ in the loued youth Antonio: 
Exit Alberto to fetch Antonio, 
He ſhall beholde me ſpurne my priuate good. 
Piero loues his honour more then's blood. 
Ant.The diuell he does more then both. 


Ba. Stand backe there;fools; Ido hate a foole molt 
moſt pathetically.O theſe that hauz no ſappe of ofre- 
_ G3 tort 
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bty lives, 
Ore myaffectes, as your inchanting graces: 
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F 
cortand obtuſe witin them :faugh. 
Aut Puffc,holde world: puffe, hold 


. Othenl wereſecurd. 
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hoſde world: puffe; breake not behinde: puſte, thou 
artfull of winde; puffe, keepe vp by winde: puke, 'tis 
broake:& now I laugh like agood fool atthe breath 
of minc owne lips,he oe ke 

Bal. Youfoole. | 

Ant X oufoole, pufe. | 

- I cannot diſgeſt thee, the vnuulgar fools Goe 
foole. : 

Pier, Forbeare,Balurdo,letthe foole alone, = 
Come hither (#7) Is heyour foole? 
Ma.Yes, my lou'd Lord« 

Pi, Would all the Scates in Yerice were 


likerhee. 


* 


= —_ a Ke ya meanely ſow! VS 
conuerſe,and< | 

Thar cannot ſearch les oth ieſecies F! 
O,your»nſalted freſh foole is your onely man: 
Theſe vinegar tart ſpirits are too | 
Toofearching inthe ynglewd i of ſhaken wits, 
Finde they achinke,they wrigglein and in, 
=_ ra mo faltſca in _ _ ribs, 

W uc opened all his rotten s 
Vneo the wood Ha ſurge ofbaſe (000k 
And ſunke the toſſed galleafle indepth 
Of whirlepoole Scorne, Giueme an honeſt fopp: - 
Dud aduda?* why loe fir, this takes he | 
As gratefulnow,as aMonopolic. 
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' q The ftillflutes ſound ſoftly. | 
GEnter F ». Hedge lilis : Mellida ſupported by 
two waiting womer.. 


Mell, K L E honourtothisr 
' Pie, Forbeare(impure) to 
With 
Flowes from thy tainted bodie : thou fo foule, 
So all diſhonour'd,canſt no honour giue, 
No wiſh of good, that can hauc good cfte& 
To this grave ſenate, and illuſtratebloodes. 
Why ſtaies the doome ofdeath? 
1.Sen.\Whoriſeth vp to manifeſt her guilt? 


confluence. 
t bright honours 


2-Sen, Tou muſt produce apparant proofe,my Lotd.. 


_ Pie, \Why,where is Sir013o?he thar fivore he ſaw 
Theverie ae: and vow'd that Feliche fled 

Vpon his fight: onwhich,lbrake the breaſt. 
Ofthe adulterous letcher,with fiue ſtabbes, 
Goe fetch in Stret5o. Now thouimpudent,, 
If thou haſt any droppe of modeſt bloode 
Shrowded within thy checks;bluſb,bluſh for ſhame, 


Thatrumor yer may fay,thoutelt'ſt defame.. . 
Hel,Produce diedivel;ler your StreRo.come:: | . 
Icardeteathis ftrongeſt argument, 
En nn One 
£2417 | "G4 | | Pie... 
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defiled lips-Thefluxe offiane (name, 
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Pie With what: (hands, 
Mell, Withteares, with bluſhes,ſighes,& elaſped 
With innocent ypreared armes to heauen: 
With my vnnooktſimplicitie. Theſe, theſe 
Muſt,will, can only quit my heart of guult- / 
Heauen permits not taintleſſe blood be ſpile, 
Ifnoremorſe liue in your ſauage breaſt 
Piero,Then thou muſt die 
Hell. Yetdying,lle be bleſt, 
Pieroe Accurſt by me. 
Hell. Yerbleſt,in that] ſtrouc 
To liue,and dic 
Pie, My hate, 
Hell, Amtonyo's lone, SEN | 
Ante Antonio's loue! 5 
| Enter vt Ga corde about bienetke, | 
$tro. O what vaſt ocean of repentant teares 
Can cleanſe my breaſt fromthe polluting filth 
Of vlcerous finne! Supreame Efficient, 
Why cleau'ſtthou not my breaſt with diunderboles 
Of wingd reuenge? 5 
Pie , What meanes this paſſion? Lang 
An-Whatvillanie arethey decoding now?Voah? 
Str.11 me conuertite Jorem 0 proceres, 
Nibil iſkegneciſts. 
Pie-Eay holde on him,VVharſtrange portentis this? 
Str] will not flinch.Death,hel more grimly ſtare | 
Within my hearr, then in your threatning browes- 
Record;thou threefolde garde of dreadeſt power; 
| Whar I here ſpeake,is forced from my lips, 
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By the pulſiue ſtraine of conſcience, 


- 1haueamountof miſchicfeclogs my ſoule; ' _ . 


As waightie as the high-nol'd 4ppenine: 
Which I muſt wk, Þ diſgorge,or breaſt will burſt, 
I hauedefam'd this Ladic wrongfully, 
By inſtigation of Antonio: 
Whoſe reeling loue,toſt on each fancies ſurge, 
Began to loath before it fully ioyed, 
Exit Foroboſco., 
Pie, Goeſcize Antonio,guard him ſtrongly in, 
Str.By his ambition,being only brib'd, 
Feed by his wnpious hand, Ipoyſoned 
His agedfather: thathis thirſtic hope 
Mightquench their dropfic of aſpiring drought, 
With full vabounded quaffe. 
Pie,Seize me _Antonie 
Str, O why permityou now ſuch ſcum of filth 
As Strotz0 is, to liue, and taint the ayre, 
With his infeQious breath! | 
Pie,My ſelfe will be thy ſtrangler, vamarche (laue. 
q Piero comes from his chaire, ſnatcheth the cards end,o& 
|  Caſtilio aydeth hims, both ſtr angle Strot7o,. 
Str, Now change your 


I,pluck Ca/i#/io: I change my humour? plucke 


Pies 
Caſlilie, 
Dye,with thy deathes intreats cuen in thy iawes. 
Now,now,gow,now,now,my plot begins to worke. 
Vhy,thus ſhould States-men doc, | 

That cleaue through knots of craggie pollicies, 
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Vie mea like wedges, oneſtrike outanother; 
EE an, H 
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Till by degrees the tough and knurly trunke 
Be riu'd in ſunder, VVhere's A4ntono? 


q Emer Alberto,yunning.. . 
Alb.O black accurſed fate. 4ntonyo's drown'd, 
Pie Speake,on thy faith,onchy allcegeance,ſpeake. 
Alb,AsI doeloue Pjero,he is drownde, ( 
Ant,In an inundation ofamazement. - 
Mel I, is this the clofe of all my ſtraines in louc? 
O memoſt wretched maide- 
Pje. Antonio drownde?how? how? Antonio drownd? 
Aib Diſtraught and rauing,froma turrets top 
He threwe his bodie in the high ſwolne fea, 
And as heheadlong topſie turuie dingd downe, 
He ftill cri'd Melbag. 
Ant, My loues bright crowne, 
Hell, He ſtill cry'd Melida? fe 
Picr,Daughter,me thinks your eyes ſhould ſparkle 
Your boſomeriſe on tiptoc at this news, 
Mell, Aye me. 4 
Pit. How now? Ay me?why,art not great of thanks 
To gratious heauen,for the 1uſt reuenge 
Vpontheauthor of thy obloquies! 
Ma- Sweete beautie,[ cond figh as faſt 2s you, 
Bur thatI knowe that,which I weepe toknowe, 
His fortunes ſhould be ſuch he dare not ſhowe 


His open preſence. lain 
ly,dearely,F: 


Ae! knowe he lou'd me deare 
And fince I cannot live witthim,l dye, + 
Pie-Fore heayen, her ſpeachfalters, look ſhe ſwouns, 
Conuey hervpinto herpriuatebed; 8 


— > 


| ſ 10 and Melly —— 


a: being ſwouned, 
I hope ſheele liue.If ing 


Am Antonio's dead.the foole wil follow too,he,he,he, 


Now workes the ſceane;quick obſeruation fcud 
To coate the plot, orels the path is loſt: 
My verie ſelfe am gone,my way is fled: 
J. all is loſt,if Meleds is deade, Exit Antonio, 
Pie Alberto. T am kinde,. 4 lbbertogkinde. 
I am ſorie for thy courz, ifaith T am, 
Goe, take him downe,and beare him to his father: 
Lethim be buried,looke yee,lle pay the prieſt. 
Alb,Pleaſe youto admithis father to the Court? 
Piero,No. 
Al.Pleaſeyouto reſtore his lands & goods againe? 
| p44: O, Bo 
lb. Pleaſe you vouchſafe bim lodging inthe city? 
Pie,Gods rag hou odde nciutll Ellow: Y 
Ithinke you doe forgetiir, where youare, 
Alb I know you doe forger fir,where you mult be. 
Foro, Youare too malepert, ifaith you are. 
Your honour might doe well to 
Alb.Peace Paraſite,thou bur,that only ſticks 
Vanrto the nappe of greatneſle. | 
Pie, Away with that ſame yelping cur,away. 
Alb.L.I am gone:but marke, P:ero,this. 
There is athing cald ſcourging Nemeſis.Exit Alb, 
Bal, Gods neakes he has wrong , that he has: and 
S'tut,and | were as he, would beareno coles, lawe 1, 
L beginto ſvel), puffe. 


H 2 Piero 


«| Maris, Nutrich:,andthe Ladies beare out Mellias, 
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Pic Hownow foole;fop,foole? > 

Foole,fop,foole:Marry muffe. I pray you; how ma- 
nic fools haue you ſcene goe in a ſuire:of Sattin?I 
hope yet, I docnorlook a fooleifaithta fools: Gods 
bores, 1 ſcorn'twith my heele; S'neaks, arid F wete 
worth but threehundredpound ayearemore,] could 

bwearetichly :nay, butaspoore av] am, twill ſweate 
the fellowe hath wrong- TOLL AG 


Piero.Y oung Gateat7o? F,aproperman, oo 
Flerence,a goodly citie: it thallbefo,. / ls 
lc marrieher to him inſtantly, I; 
Then Genoa mine,by my Mariaes match, - 
Which Ile ſolemnize erenexrſetting Sun» 
Thus Yenice, Florence, Genoa,ſtrongly leagy'd.. 
Excellent, excellent. ile conquer Rowe, 

Pop out thelight of brightreligion: 
Andthen,helterſkeher,allcock ſure. n= 
Ba.Goe Frame _ hath wrong: go a | 

Pie,Goe tothpu ſhalthauerighe, Go ro:Caſtitie,.. + 
Pi rye Palace dungeon: / * - dork 
Lappe him in rags,andlerhim feede on flime - 
Thatſmeares the dungeon cheeke, Away with him | 

Bal. Inverie goodtruth now, lle nere- do fo more. . 


(A 


this one time and os 
Pie Away with him,obſerueit ſinaly,poe.. ith 


Ba.\Why then, 6 wight, alas poore knight-' | 
Andalldeplore: for nowTÞbidyou godnight,- © _ 
M4, pittious end of loue: 6:60tob'rade in 4 
| & It | 
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Mar "The beatticof admird cat, \ GT nook 
The life ofmidelt'vamixt puritie,. ve ern 
Our ſexesglotic,Meſiaais * | = 
Pie, What?6 heauen,what?' 

MaDeade. * 

_ Pies irnotfad your thoug 

Ma.Being lidvpon her be! "ſhe reſo my Kia: 
Andkifling ir,f pake thus; Thou very por WELLS 
Why doſtnor er The lewell of thy browe,. 
Therichadornement, that inchtac'tchy.breaft; 
Is loſt: thy ſon,my love is loſt,is deade. 
And doe Lliueto ſay Antonio's deade? 
And haue Iliu'd toſte hisvertuesblurd, . 
With guiltlefſe blors!O world thou art too ouile,,. 
For honeſt natures toconuetſe withall- - | 
Thereforelleleaut thee; farewell mare of woe,” 
+. toclip my lone, Antonies > 

ith thatherhead ſank down volt her breſts = 
Her cheeke chang'dearthherlenſes ſlept rail 
Vntill my fool ef ceorelf vato tkebed, 7 © 
Screch't our ſolowd, that he broughtback uot, 
Caldeher againe,tha her brighbeyes garope,, * 
And ſtardevpon him: heaudatious foole, © 
Dar'd kiſſe het hand;wiſbr herſoft reſt.lou'd ks - 


She fumbled our,thanks good;andfoſhiedide. 

Piers, And ſoſhe yrs raed pp © 
But by thy ge bono whoſeſttilefrenns,.. ' > 
hope focar fie effuite)1 aa ch "*y 


H 3 Fl 


2 go maria forall, 
ny ma age 


But when my daughters exequi 


I & 
Ae OP Lend, 


Bundy ern rinde: Si on 
w n_ 
Vnto his higheſt bene: : £9 E'eP this night, . 
Makevs drinke Zerhebyyour queint conceipts; 
That for two dai uion pear gricfe: 


s approach, 
Ler's all eurneſighers,Come, be 


of fate, 
Sound lowdeſt muſick,lers paſe out in ſtate. 


CT be e Cornets we ane. Excant. 
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"Enter Antonio fo in foole habits 


Heauen,thoamailt, thou maiſt omnipotence. 

What vermine _ of putrifacted flime, 

hall dareto expoſtular with thy decrees! 

- p2te Caf year war Fay was kf thine, 
beaucaly,L did but bl | 

To borrowe her of thee alirele beg ; 

Thou gau'ſt her mc,as ſome weake breaſted dame 

Giucth her infant, inf pexir out tonurſe; 

And when it once goes high-lone,takes it back. | 

Shewas m perth calldood.mijers yerandyer, 

Venorb! 

© os puts on i ani ar 


_ wy back. 
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Beholderhe mhanRcemothrcombeeath, | 
For allthis, dareliue, and Fwillline; SH; oh 
Onely tonumme ſomeothers curſed bloode,” * l 
Wirh the dead palfie of like miſery. 93150 'T 
Then death, like ro a ſtifling I»cabws, - mo 
Liconm boſome- Loefir,L am ſped. 22 193 1 
My breaſt is Gelgothe,grauc for the __ Sid 


SCENA QVINTA. 


q Enter Pandulpho, Alberto, aud 4 Page, carrying Fe- 
liches trunke in a winding, Jhecte 2 and lay it 4 
Antoniocbreeft. 


dad «7 NIO gif jworThopourthes, 
nila wart m on We 
Itell thee bog KEgnd Pandulphosfonne er. F 
AndI doe grace thee with ſupportirig ws,” 


Young man. 

The dominering Monarch of the earth, 
Howe pantie, Sevlis 
He who is all anpre his ow 
Hee whofe 


force, 
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Ami.Yhaloſt a goadwitfe- Aras] 
Pax. Didſt finde her good, or didſt thou make her 

ood? | bi 

ffound,;thou maiſt refinde, becauſethou hadſt her, 
CG worke is loſt =—_ thou that _—_ her 

iw'ſt yet as cunning. Haſt loſt agood wife? | 

Thrice bleſſed man thar loſt her Caſte was good, 
Faire,young, vnblemiſhr,conſtant,louing,chaſte.. | 
I tell thee youth,age knows, yong loues ſeeme prac't, 
VVhich with gray cares,rude iarres, arc oft defac't- 

An.Burſhee was full of hope- 

Pan May be,may be: but that, which may be, ſtood, 
Stands now withoutall may; ſhe died good, 
Anddoſt thougrieue?: Py 

Alberto.lha loſt atrue friend. f ; 
"Pam \liue incompaſt with two bleſſed ſoules, 
Thou loſta good wife,thou loſta trew friendgha? 
Two of the rareſt lendings of the heauens: 

Bur lendings-whichat the fixed day of pay 

Set downe by fate,thou mult reſtore againe« 

O what vnconſ{cionable foules are here? 

Are youall like the ſpoke-ſhaues ofthe Church? _ - 
Haue youno mawe to reſtitution? 

Haſt loſt a true friend,cuz? thenthouhadſt one,  _ 
I tell thee youth, tis all as difficulc WO 


- 


To fitide true friend in this apoſtate age 


(Fharbalkes all right affiance twixt two hearts) - 


As tis to finde afixed modeſt heart, 
Vnder a painted breaſt, Loſt a true friend? | 
O happie ſouletharloſt higy whilſt he was true. _ 
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Beleeue it cuz, I to my teares have found, 
Oft durts reſpec makes firmer friends ynſounde. 
Abb-You hauc loſt a good ſonne, 
Pan.\Why there's the cofort ohtythat he was good: 
Alas,pooreinnocentsi 
(Why weepes mine vacle? 
Pan Ha,doſt afke me why?ha?ha? 
Good cuzlooke here, - 
He ſhowes him his ſonnes breaſt» 
Man will breake out,deſpight Philoſophic, 
Why.all this while I ha bat plaid a part, 
Like to ſome boy,that ates a Tragedie, 
Speakes burly words, and raucs out paſſion: 
But,when hethinks vpon his infant weakneſle, 
Hedroopes his cye- I ſpake more then a god, 
Yet am lefle then a man. | 
I am the miſerableſt ſowle that breathes. 
Antonio ftaris wp. 
An S'lid,fir ye lye:by th'heart of griefe, thou lyeft, 
I ſcorn't that any wreeched ſhould ſurutue, 
Outmounting me in that Superlatiue, 
Moſtmiferable, moſt varatchtia woe: 
Who dare aflume that, but 49t0n5o? | 


Pan,Wilt ſtill be ſo and ſhall yoa blood-hound line? 


An Hauel an armeaheart,a ſword, a ſowle? 
Alb,\Wereyou butpriuate vnto what we know 
Pan, Le knowe it all; firſt let's interre the deage; 

Let's dig his grauc,wich that ſhall dig the heart, 
Liuer,and intrals of the murderer» (openeth. 
T hey ſirng 1he Page with __ daggers, and the grave 
411, 
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An,Wik fing aDirge boy? Ws js 
Pay,No,no ſong: twill be vile out of tune. 
Alb.lndeede he's hoarce: the poore boyes voice is 

erackt. 0 
Pa.Why cuz? why ſhold it not be hoarce & crackt, 

When all the ſtrings of natures fymphony. /, 

Arecrackt,& iar? why ſhould his voice keepe tune, 

When ther's no mulick in the breaſt of man? 

le ſay an honeſt antick rime I havez 

(Helpe me good forrow-mates to giue him graue. ) 
T hey allhelpe to-carie Feliche to bys graue. 

Death,exile,plaints, and woe, 

Are but mans lackies , nothis foe. 

No morrall ſcapes from fortunes warre, 

Withouta wound.at leaſt a ſcarre. 

Many haue led theſe to the graue: 

But all ſhall followe,none ſaue. 

Bloode of my youth,ror and conſume, 

« Virtue,in dirt, doth life aſfume: 

With this ould fawe ,cloſe vp this duſt; 

Thrice bleſſed man thar dyeth uſt. | 

An-The gloomie wing ofnight begins to ſtretch 

His laſte pinion ouer all the ayre: © =» 

We muſt be ſtiffe and ſteddie in reſolue» ' / - 

Let's thus our hands, our hearts,our armes mnuolue, 

- They wreath their armes. v8.1 

n. Now ſweare weby this Gordian knot of loue, 

By the freſh turnd vp mouldthat wraps my fonne; 

By the deade browe of triple Hecate: | 

Erec nightſhall cloſe the lids of yon bright ſtars, 


[3M] >] 


Weele 


| eAntontoand Mellida. 
Weele fit as WEuic on Pieros heart, 
As AEtnadoth on groning Pelorw. 
Ant,Thanks good old man, 
Weele caſt at royall chaunce, 
Ler's thinke a plot;then pell mell ->- 2m 
Exeant, their arme: wreathed. 


« T he Cornets ſounde for the Atte, i" 
| 4 The dumbe ſhowe, if | 


ACT. V, SCENI. 


Enter at one dore,Caſtilio and Foroboſco, with halberts: 
foure Pages with torches $ Liceo bare:Piero, Maria and 
Alberto, talking : Alberto drawes out bis dagger, | 
Maria her knife, ayming to menace the Dukg, Then Ga» W— 
leatzo betwixs two Senators peading a paper to them: a8 
which they all make ſemblance of loathing Piero , and | 
knit their fiſts at him, two Ladige and Nutriche : all 
theſe goe ſoftly ouer the Stage, whilſt at the other doore 
enters the ghoſt of — who paſſeth by them , 1oſe 

hwtorch about hu mph. All forſake 


eade in tris 

the Stage, (aning Andrugio, who ſpeaking , begins the 

A He | 

And-X T ENIT dies, tempiſque,quo reddat fuis 
Animan ſqualentem ſceleribus. "”r 


The fiſt of ſtrenuous vengeance is clutcht, £ 
And ſterne Y india towreth yp aloft, 8 
\Tharſhe may fal with a more waightic paiſe, 

Andcruſbliues ſap from out P;eros vaines, 


Pe re ol | Now 


Theſecond Parte of 
Now gins the leprous cores ofvicer@fins': 
Wheale to a heade : now is his fate growne mellow, 
Inſtant to fall into the rotten iawes 
Of chap-falne death. Now downe lookes prouidEce, 
Teattend the laſt at ofmy fons reuenge. 
Be gratious,Obſeruation,toour ſceane: 
Fornow theplot vnites his ſcattred limbes 
Cloſe in contracted bands, The Florence Prince 
(Drawne by firme notice' of the Dukes black deeds) 
Is made apartner in conſpiracie. 
The States of Yeniceare ſo fwolne in hate 
Againſt the Duke,for his accurſed deeds 
(Ofwhich they are confirm'd by ſome odde letters 
Found in dead StrorFos ſtudie,which had paſt 
Berwixt P;ereand the murdering laue) 
Thatthey can ſcarcererainefrom burſting foorth 
In plaine reuolt. O, now tryumphes my ghoſt; 
Exclatming,heauen's iuft;torl ſhal ſee, 
The ſcourge of murder and impietic- Exit 


SCENA. SECVNDA: 


Balurds from under the Stage, . _. 
Bal-[J © E,who's aboue there, hoc? A mmwurren on 
® * allProuerbes, They fay, hunger breakes tho- 
rough ſtone walles; bur Iamas gant,as cane ribd far 
mine: yet Ican burſt through no ſtone walles.Q,now 
fir Gefferey, ſhewe thy valour, breake prikqn 2nd i 


oh oG ge PErREPPY oc M, wh 


hangd. Nor ſhall the darkeſt nooke of hell containe 
the difcontented fir Belzxdos ghaſt. Well, I am our 
well, I haueput off the priſon to put 01 the rope. 'Q 
oore ſhorten herring,whata pickle art thou-in! 0 

er, how thou dominer & in my guts! Ozfora far 
leg ofEwe muttonin ſtewde broth; or drunken ſong 
to feede on» 1 could belch rarely ,-forl am all winde, 
O colde,colde, colde, colde,colde. O poore knight, 
0 poore ſir Gf ; ſing likean Vnicorne, before 
 thoudoſt dip — in the water of deathyQ cold, 
6 ling, 6colde,opoorefir Geffrez,fing,fing.. .: - 


CANTAT. ww 
SCE NA TERTIA-*- 


m—— 


q Enter Antonio and Alberto.at ſeuerall doores their rap» 
ers drawne, intheir marking attyre 


An,XTINDICTA. 

Alb, Y Meliida. 

Ant, Alberto,” © 

Alb. Antonio. | 
Ant Hath the Duke ſfupt> | *_ 
1b, Yes, and tryumphant rexels mountaloft- | 
The Duke drinkeg deepe to oucrfowe his griefe., 
The court is racktto pleaſure,cach man ſtraines © . 
Tofaine a iocund eye. The Floremine AY. 
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- '. Ant, Young Galeatzo? MECHA TS 
- -- Alb,Eucn hEis.mightie on our pare. The States of 
Pentee- ; | 11029 03 mo ht ry 3; iy 
> +41 Enter P andalpho running ju maſking attyre. 
Pan. Like high-fwoln floods,driue el Ka 
dic dammes *' |” = 
Otpentallegeance, O,my luſtic bloods, 
Heavens clapping of our emetpriſe- 
uring generall fauour firme, 


Ihanebeenelabo 
AndI doefindethe cicizens growneſick 
With ſwallowing the bloodic cruditics 


Of black P:eros afts; they faine would calt 
Andvyomit him from their goutrnement, 


Now is the plot of miſchicfe ript wide ope: 
LettersarctoundtwixtStrorJo andthe Duke, 
90 cleare apparent - yer more firmely ſtrong 
By fuiting circumſtance;that as I walkt 

' Mutfled, to cuel-drop ſpeech, I might obſerue 
The grauer States-men whiſpering fearcfully. 


Here one giuesnods & hums,what he would ſpeake: 
The rumour's got 'mong troope of citizens, - | 
Making lowde murmur,with confuſed dinne;/ * \... 
One ſhakes his head,and fighes ;Ollvſd powre! © 
Another frets, and ſets his grinding teeth, *. . 


ots | 
knit there nerucs,and from beneath ſwoln brows 
es aglotingeyeof much miflikes * 


fwart Pieros lips reake ſteame of wine, 
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 _eAntonowmde<Metda. 
Swallowes luſt-thoughts,deuoursallplealing hopes, 
With ftrong heeghnnieg of, what 0 hg | 
O,now Yinaida; thar's the word we haue: _... | 
A royall vengeance,or aroyall graue, y F 
Ant. Vinaicte. | 4s | 2 
- Bal.Lamacolde, 1 
P au» Who's there? ſir Geffrey? 47 
Ba-A poor knight,god wot: thenoſe of thy knight- 
—_ is bitten off with cold.O poore fxGeffrey,cold, 
col 
Pan, What chance of fortune hath triptvp his heels, 
Andlaid him inthe kennell?ha? 
Alb. will diſcourſe it all, Poorchoneſt ſoule, 
Hadſt thou abeuer to claſp vp thy face, | 
Thou ſhouldſt affociate vs in maſquery, 
And ſee reuenge. EP © 
Ba. Nay,and you talke of reuenge,my ſtomack's vp, 
Forl am moſt tyrannically hungry. A beuer? I haue 
aheadpeece,aſkull,a braine of proofe,l warrant yee, 
Alb :$linke to my chamber then, and tyre thee»  . | 
Bal, ls there a fire? | 4 | 
Alb.Tes. | = 
Bal-Is there a fat leg of Ewe mutton? : 
Alb,Yes, 
Bal. And a cleane ſhirt? 416, Yes.(garly ,law.Zx# F: 
Bal. Then am I for you, moſt pathetically,& vavul- 
Am Reſolued hearts,time currals night,opportunity 
ſhakes vshis foretop,Steel your thoughts, ſharp your 
reſolue,imboldE your fpiticgraſp your ſwords;alarym 
miſchicf,& with,an yadited broy,out ſcoutthe grim 
14 '_ oppolitionof 
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[oo mar ORR. 
arke here 

Borne in Node accenes tothe front of /oxe... 4 
Pay O =. RE wants — kill a flaue, 

Lethim die flaue,and rot in peſants graue. 

Avt. Giue me thy hand, and thine, moſt noble hearr, 

Thus will wee liue,and,buc thus,neuer part. - 
Exeant twin d togetber. © 

«| Cornets ſound a Cynet- 


SCENA QVARTA: 


C] Enter Caſlilis and Foroboſco, two P ages with torches, 
 Lnciobare, Piero and Maria, GaleatFo,two Senators 
© and Nutriche. 


* *- [Pieroito Maria 

Pie. ny doſevntomy breaſt, heartofmy loue, 
Aduancethy Goophn eyes, 

Thy ſonne is drownde, 

Rich happincſſethat fuch a fonne is drownde, 

Thy hulband's deade,life of my logs moſtbleſt, 

In that the ſapleſle logge,thatpreſt thy bed 


With an vnpleaſi ie being lifted hence 
Euecn I Preys, lines Mhys 4s his place. ; 


Itellyou, Ladic.had you viewdvys both 
With an vapreialepe, when firſt we woo'd 


Your maiden beauties,thad borne the prize, | 


- 
- 


/ 0 and i\1elltdd. 
Tis firmel had ; Py Thadone that. 
Ma Murder, 4 
.. Pie, \Nhich he would quake to hauc ad venturd; 
Thouknow'ſtI haue. _ 
MariMurdred my huſband. 
| Pier, Pomecurtiiafhock of war,8: done,what not, 
| 'Thatvalour durſt, Da'ft loue me faireſt?ſay- 
Ma.As I doe hate my ſon,I loue thy ſoule. 
Pie-VWhy then 10 to Hymen,mount a lofi note: 
Fill redcheckt Bacchmler Lyews flote 
: In burniſhr gobblers.Force the plump lipt god, 
Skip light lauoltaes in your full {apt vaines , 
Tis well brim full, Euen I haue glut of blood: 
Let quaffe carouſc; I dripke this Burdeanx wine 


— RE 


, 
4 Feliche,StrotFo,an 


WouldI had ſome 
That hauing done 


ie this 


Vnto the health oy deade Anarugie, 
d Antonios ghoſts, 


yſon to infule it with; 
honour tothe dead, 


I mighr nd one to giue them notice onr- 

I would indcere my tauourtothe full, 

Boyging alowd,make heauensvaulrto ring 
With thy breaths ſtrength. drink.Now lowdly ing. 


CANTAT. 


q The ſong ended, the Cornets ſound « Cynct- 


SCENA QUVINTA-* 
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. Tt heſecond arte 0 
q Enter Antonio, Pandulfo,and Alberto, in maſkery, 
Balurds,and a torchbearer, 
Pie. ; ALL tho hither; where's the little fowle? 
Iſawe him not to day. Here's ſport alone 
For him.jifaith ; for babes and fooles.1 know, 
Reliſhnot ſubſtance;but applaud the ſhowe.:. * 
Tothe conſpirators 4s they -vy in ranke for the 
meaſure» 
To Antonio. 
Gal All bleſſed fortune crown your braue — 
To Pananlpho, 
I haue atroope to ſecondyour attempt, 
TocAlberto, 
The Yenice States ioyne hearts vnto your hands. 
Pie, By the delights in contemplation | 
Of comming ioyes,'tis magnificent, 
You grace my mariage eue with fumptuous pompe; 
Sound ſtill, lowde mulick wo ade breath giues ”= 
To curious feete,that in proud meaſure pale, 
Ant.Motheris [nos = | 1 
Ma- Speake ave donbe nor; allis aboucall tinge 
Ant,Then will daunce arid whirle aboutthe ar 
Me thinks lam all fowle,all heart, all ſpirit. 
Now murder ſhall receine his amplevnctite, 


# The megfure." p 


whit the mekuesd P, /adhebine 45 Suptr ebifticp las 
i ced betwixt _ _ houſes, 


Pies 


_ 
es 


F;e. Bring hither ſuckets, canded'delicates. - - || 


Weele taſte ſome ſweet mears,gallants,ere we ſleep; 
Ant. \Weele cooke your ſweete meats, gallants, 


with tartſower ſawce, (1. ( 
_ £nd<Here will I fit,(peQacor of revenge, 
And glad my ghoſt in anguiſh of my foe. 
T he maſyers whiſper with Piers... 
Piero» Marry and ſhall, ifaith I were too rude, 
IfT gaineſaide fo ciuill faſhion. 
The maſkers pray youto forbeare the roome, 
Tillthey hauebanquered. Letitbeſo: 
No man preſume to viſite them,on death, 
T he maſkers mbjper againe, 
Onely my ſelfe?O, why with all my heart. 
Ile fill your conſort; here Pero fits: 
Come on,vnmaske,lers fall to 
The conſpirators binde Piero,pluck out his tongue, and 
irjumph oxer him, 
ſ; Ant.Murder and torture:no prayers,no entreats. 
| Pan-Weele ſpoyle your oratory, Outwith his tong« 
Amt.l haue't Pandalphs the vaines panting bleede, 
Trickling freſh goareaboutmy fiſt-Bind faſt;ſo,ſo. 
And.Bleſt be thy hand, I 
Viewing my ſonne tryumph in his blacke bloode, 
ZalDowns tothe _ with him,Ile duugeon 
with him; Ile foole you: far Gefferey will be fir Geffrey, 


Ile tickle you. 
Ant,Beholde,black cogge. 

Pan. Grinſt thou, thouſnurling curre? 
Alb.Eate thy black liuer, SH 
An-To thine 7 ke 

BY 2 
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the ioyes of heauen, 


TLTLT 


| he ſecond Parte of 
 Afooletryumphanr in thy miſerys 
Vex him Balurdo, 

Pan.He weepes:now doeTpglorifie my hands, 


I had no vengeance,ifI hadno teares. 
Ant.Falto,good Duke,s theſe are worthleffe cates, 


You haueno ſtomack to them; looke,looke here:: 


Herelies a diſh to feaſtthy farhers gorge. | 
Here's fleſh and blood,which I am ture thoulou LY 
[Pero ſcemgs tocondole his ſonne Bf 
Pan. \Was he thy fleſh, thy fon,thy deareſt fone? 
Ant So was Andrugiomy deareſt father, | 
PanS0 was Feliche kl dearcſtfonne. 
q] Enter Maria, 
la, So was Anarugio my deareſthuſ band, 
Anti My father found no pittie mthy blood. 
Pan, Remorle was baniſht,when thou flewitm ._ > 
HMa,\When thou impoyſoned'it my loung 
Exilde was pictie. 
An.Now,theretore, pittic,pi emorle, 
Be aliens to our thoughts : grim fier-ey'd rage 
Poſleſſe vs wholly. 
Pan, Thy ſon?true:and which is-my moſt ioy,, 
I hopeno baltard,but thy very blood 
[Thy true begorten . moſt legitimate 
Andloued ifſue : there's the comfort ont.. 
Ant.Scum of the mud of hell, 
Alb.Slime of all filth, 
Mar.Thou moſt deteſted toad... 
Bal.Thou moſt retortand obtuſeraſcall, 


Ant Thus charge we death at chee:rememberhe!, 
gy letthe howling murmaurs _y black ſpirits, - 


The 


wy 


"n—uings. 


C eAntontoand Mi 
The homidormaenofcheamned Ghall 


4 " Dx a wow 
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by 


They of 
Fu. etnot die, till he hath didand dy oi 


Ten thouſand dearhes in ofheart-"1."7.*\ 
An,Now pel mell; thus the'hand of heauen chokes 


The throate of murder, This for my neal, 
. Mien: 1. AIWKE_T, 
Pan,This for my{onne; *:- oQ Ar 
Alb.This for them all. 


And this,and this; ſfinke to the heart of hell 
T hey 1811 all ut Piero with their Rapterso. 1 
Pax Murder for murder,blood for blood doth-yell,; 
Andr Tis done,and now my ſowle ſhal{kep-in red 
Sons thatreuen getheir fathers blood,are bleſt, . 
T he curtaines being drawne, Exit TOs | 


SCENA SEXTA. nol 


li. 


T EnterGaleatJo, two Senators, Luxeo,F wobef oof, a, 


and Ladies, 
x.Sen. J HOSBlunreamtiogootn 
Anto« * Mine. > 2. :  (Faclef, 
Pan, | No :mine:: : tO iam n /4 
Alb. | No: mine. 
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'7 De fe 91 i 444 | 
___ 4nt:]willnotloofe the gloricofthe deedey! 
Were alltherormres of the deepeſt hell | '/+ | .. 
Fixt to my limbs. I pegre'rthe:monſters heart, 
With an vadaunted hand. ny Ks 
- Pam By yon bright ſpangledfront of heauen twas I: 
Twas 1 fluc't outhis life bloode, + - ay 1; 

Alb.Tuſh, to lay trath was all- 

2-Sen, Bleft beyouall,;and may your honours liue 
Religioully heldefacred, cuen forcuer and cuet.” 

Gal.To Antonio,Thowatt another Hercules to vs, 
In ridding huge pollution from our State. 

{ox ens Lol is fortified, 
Wirth moſt inuincible approuemets of much wrong, 
By this Pers 'tothee. Vehaue found 
Beadroles of miſchicte, plots of villany, 
Laidetwixt the Duke and Strorgo: which we found 
Too firmely-ated- | 

2:Sew, Alas poore Orphant 5 

AmPoore? ſtanding tryumphant ouer Belzebub? 
Hauing largeamtereftfor blood;8& yet deem'd poor? 

I,Ser, 
Or cheefeſt fortunes of the Yerice ſtate, 

Claime freely,You are well ſeaſond props, 
And will not warpe;orleanertocitherpart, +: 
Calamity giues man 4 ſteddy beart. 

Ant-Weare amaz'datyour benignitic- 

But other vowes.conſtraine another courſe. | _ 

Pan, \Weknow the world,and did we know np more, 
Weewould not liue to knowibut fince conſtraint = 
Ofholy bands forceth vs keepe this lodge 0 =. Ap 


at ſatiffaction outward pomp can yield, - 
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Of durts corrifition, tilldread puwercals,”. : 
Our ſoutes appearance,wewill live inclo{'d 


Moſt conſtant votaries»: {lu 
: T he curtaines are drawne, Pierodtfarteth,'\ | -, 
- Ant, Firſt let's cleanfe ourbands; i: 114: 1; 


' 


Ouer whoſe hearſe, {le weepeaway-mybraine-.. | . 
In true afteQtions teares;; 37.02: 72 FLOSS 306534711 
For her ſake, here I vowe &virpine bed. 
She liues in me,with her my loue is deade. 
2,Sen,VVe will attend her mournfull exequies, 
2 ConduR you to your cakne{cqueltred lite, 
And then RE 
Maria: Leaue vs,t0 meditate on miſery; 
To fad our thought with contemplation 
So wen calamities+ If any aske - 
ere lives the widdowe of the poiſoned Lord? 
Where lies the Orphant of a urdred father? 
Where lies the fatherof a butchered ſon? 
Where liues all woe? coridut himto vs three; 
The downe-caft ruines of talamitie,” 
TocloſerhellfaRofmayrengrdn 
Tocloſe thelaft at of myvengeance: 
And when the ſub&&t ous paſſion's ſpent, 
Sing Melida is dead&gall hearts will relent, 
In ſad condolement,at that heauie ſound, 
3 Neuer more wocin leſſetpſot was found. 


And), if euer time create a Muſe, 
K 4 


PIR 0 — "F< oy - - —_— » —  ——————_———— —— | 
” ia l ® , , - _— Ape 2 
oA Bionio and A elltg 

*< , # ! 
" ” / o 


In holy verge of ſome religious order; : + (1/1) i p 


Purge hearts of hatred,and intoumbe my-loue:. 


runes,afolemne hymn aduance, 


TLTLT 


Preſenting| it in 
May itprouc gratious,may big ſtile be deckts 


With freſheſt bloom& of pureſtel 0 
May it haue ecmlepreſence,andcht Socans ſick vp 1 


By. calme attention of choyce andicnce:- : '- 

And when cloſmgEpilogue: appears,” 'V'- 

Inſtead of claps,map +1 n—rcaargR 
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